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Anonymous 


Abraham  Lincoln 


?'* 


Abraham  Lincoln 


Abraham  Lincoln  is  loved  by  us  all, 
His  picture  hangs  in  'most  everyone's  hall. 
But  why  should  he  live  to  be  loved  by  men, 
And  honored  as  a  noble  and  true  citizen? 


He  was  simple,  and  kind  and  very  upright, 
He  strived  for  order  with  all  his  might. 
He  hated  lies  and  never  told  an  untruth. 
His  life  and  manners  are  an  example  for  youth. 


ABRAHAM  LINCOLN 


"A  graduate  of  Nature's  school ,» 


Abraham  Lincoln. 

A  graduate  of  Nature's  school, 

The  chief  of  universities 
And  source  of  academic  rule, 

He  read  first-hand  the  mysteries 
Of     Truth.       Good-naturedly  he 
i  laughed 

At  pompous  creed  and  precedent, 
And  at  the  cosmic  fountain  quaffed 
The  flow   of   learning's  nourish- 
ment. 

He  would  no  privileges  seek 
By  treachery  or  force  or  lust, 

And  let  his  actions  only  speak 
When  he  endeavored  to  he  just. 

Desiring  small  material  goods. 
His  treasures  of  true  wealth  were 

A  log  producer  in  the  woods,  . 


Anon  .ABRAHAM  LINCOLN  (Summer  1865)        "Dead  is  the  roll 

of  the  drums," 


ABRAHAM  LINCOLN 
(  Summer ,  1865.  ) 


D  SAD  is  the  roll  of  the 
drums , 

And  the  distant  thunders 
die , 

They  fade  in  the  far 
off  sky; 

And  a  lovely  summer 
comes . 

Like  the  smile  of  Him  on  high. 

Lulled,  the  storm  and  the  onset. 

Earth  lies  in  a  sunny  swoon; 

Stiller  splendor  of  noon, 
Softer  glory  of  sunset, 

Milder  starlight  and  moon I 


For  the  kindly  Seasons  love  us ; 

They  smile  over  trench  and  clod, 
(  .There  we  left  the  "bravest  of  us,  J  — 

There's  a  "brighter  green  of  the  sod 
And  a  holier  calm  a hove  us 

In  the  blessed  Blue  of  God. 

The  roar  and  ravage  were  vain; 

And  Nature,  that  never  yields, 
Is  "busy  with  sun  and  rain 
At  her  old  3weet  work  again 

On  the  lonely  battle -f ields . 

How  the  tall  white  daisies  grow, 
Where  the  grim  artillery  rolled! 

(Was  it  only  a  moon  ago?) 

It  seems  a  century  old,) — 

And  the  bee  hums  in  the  clover, 
As  the  pleasant  June  comes  on; 

Aye ,  the  wars  are  all  over ,  — 
Bat  our  good  Father  i3  gone. 

There  was  tumbling  of  traitor  fort, 
Flaming  of  traitor  fleet  — 

Lighting  of  ci*y  and  port, 

Clasping  in  square  and  street. 

There  was  thunder  of  mine  and  gun, 

Cheering  by  mast  and  tent, — 
77hen  —  his  dread  work  all  done, 
And  his  high  fame  full  won  — 
Died  the  Good  President. 


There  was  thunder  of  mine  and  gun, 

Cheering  "by  mast  and  tent, — 
.Then  —  his  drecLd  work  all  done, 
And  his  high  fame  full  won  — - 
Died  the  Good  President. 


In  his  quiet  chair  he  sate, 

Pure  of  malice  or  guile, 
Stainless  of  fear  or  hate,— 

And  there  played  a  pleasant  smile 
On  the  rough  and  careworn  face; 

For  his  heart  was  all  the  while 
On  means  of  mercy  and  grace. 


The  "brave  old  Flag  drooped  o'er  him, 
(A  fold  in  the  hard  hand  lay,) — 
He  looked,  perchance,  on  the  play,- — 

But  fche  scene  was  a  shadow  "before  him, 
For  his  thoughts  were  far  away. 

'Twas  hut  the  morn,  (yon  fearful 
Death-shade,  gloomy  and  vast, 
lifting  slowly  at  last,) 
His  household  heard  him  say, 

"'•lis  long  since  I've  "been  so  cheerful, 
3o  light  of  heart  as  to-day." 


1 Twas  dying,  the  long  dread  clang, 
But,  or  ever  the  "blessed  ray 
Of  peace  could  "brighten  to  day, 
Murder  stood  "by  the  way  — 

Treason  struck  home  his  fang! 

On*  throb  —  and,  without  a  pang, 
That  pure  soul  passed  away. 


Idle,  in  this  our  "blindness, 

To  marvel  we  cannot  see 

.Theref  ore  such  things  should  be ; 
Or  to  question  Infinite  Kindness 

Of  this  or  that  Decree. 


Or  to  fear  lest  Nature  bungle, 

That  in  certain  ways  she  errs, — 

The  cobra  in  the  jungle , 
The  cro talus  in  the  sod, 

Evil  and  good  are  hers, — 

Murderers  and  torturers! 

Ye,  too,  were  made  by  God. 

All  slowly  Heaven  is  nighing, 
Needs  that  offence  must  come ; 

Ever  the  Old  Jrong  dying 

'Jill  sting,  in  the  deat-coil  lying, 
And  hiss  till  its  fork  be  dumb. 

But  dare  deny  no  further, 

Black-hearted,  brazen- cheeked! 
Ye  on  whose  lips  yon  murther 


But  dare  deny  no  further, 

Black-hearted,  "brazen- cheeked! 

Ye       whose  lips  yon  murther 

1)hese  fifty  moons  hath  reeked, — 


From  the  v^rfctched  scenic  dunce, 

Long  a-hungered  to  rouse 
A  Nation's  heart  for  the  nonce, — 
(Hugging  his  hell,  so  that  once 

He  might  yet  bring  down  the  house! ) 


From  the  commons,  gross  and  simple, 
Of  a  "blind  and  "bloody  land, 

(Long  fed  on  venomous  lies! ) — 
To  the  horrid  heart  and  hand 
That  sumless  murder  dyes  — 
The  hand  that  drew  the  wimple 
Over  those  cruel  eyes. 


Pas3  on, —  your  deeds  are  done, 
Forever  sets  your  sun; 

Vainly  ye  lived  or  died, 
'Gainst  Freedom  and  the  Laws, — 
And  your  memory  and  your  cause 

Shall  haunt  o'er  the  trophied  tide 

Like  some  Pirate  Caravel  floating 
Dreadful,  adrift  —  whose  crew 
From  her  yard  arms  dangle  rotting  — 
The  old  horror  of  the  "blue. 


Anon 


3 


ABRAHAM  LINCOLN  "Pine  of  feature  or  beauty  of  face--" 


Whims 
Abraham  Lincoln 

Fine  of  feature  or  beauty  of  face- 
He  could  lay  claim  to  neither  grace. 

But  a  beauty  far  greater  had  he— 
The  deepest  love  for  humanity. 

And  each  year  in  a  suitable  way. 
The  nation  celebrates  his  birthday. 

Abraham  Lincoln,  honor  and  fame 
Always  will  be   attached  to  your 


I 


Anon.  Abraham  Lincoln  "His  people  called,  and  forth 

he  came" 


A  B  R  A  H  A  M    L  I  N  C  0  L  IT. 

His  people  called,  and  forth  he  oame 
A3  one  that  answers  to  his  name; 
Nor  dreamed  how  high  his  charge, 
His  privilege  how  large,  - 

To  set  the  stones  hack  in  the  wall 

Lest  the  divided  house  should  fall. 

The  shepherd  who  would  keep 

The  flocks,  would  fold  the  sheep, 


Humbly  he  came,  yet  with  the  mien 
Presaging  the  immortal  scene,  - 
Some  hat tie  of  His  wars 
Who  sealeth  up  the  stars. 

No  flaunting  of  the  banners  hold 
Borne  by  the  haughty  sons  of  old; 
Their  blare,  their  pageantries, 
Their  goal,  -  they  were  not  his. 

We  called,  he  came;  he  came  to  crook 
The  spear  into  the  pruning -ho ok , 
To  toil,  untimely  sleep, 
And  leave  a  world  to  weep. 


1 


Anonymous  ANONYMOT!  S 


I 


rooted  in  its  rocky  bed, 
Landmark  to  the  valleys  under,  shelter 
for  the  weary  head. 

In  the  boys  so  true  and  fearless  lived 

our  hero  good  and  grand, 
Through  the  days  of  stormy  trouble 

shelter  to  his  native  land. 
For  the  unbent  twig,  believe  me,  ever 

grows  as  it  began, 
And  the  child  of  noble  nature  makes 

the  noble-hearted  man. 


"In    the  upright  littl 
sapling  lives  the 
mighty  mountain  pine, 


Anon  (L.A.O. ) 


ABRAHAM  LINCOLN 


"Kentucky,  thou  art  ever  "blest," 


Abraham  Lincoln 

Kentucky,  thou  art  ever  blest. 

For  on  thy  fertile,  grassy  plain.* 
.  A  babe  was  born  whose  name  remains 
"Within  our  hearts,  though  he's  at  rest. 

As  he  was  but  a  poor  man's  son, 
His  days  were  full  of  strife  and  care; 
But  he  fought  on,  nor  would  despair, 
ill  mighty  fame  at  last  was  won. 

A  hundred  years  have  passed  and  gone, 
Since  he  was  born  that  winter  day. 
And  though  his  soul  has  flown  away, 

We  praise  him  still  with  verse  and  song. 

f\o  words  can  tell  our  heart-felt  love 
For  him  who  was  so  kind  and  brave 
And  filled  so  soon  a  martyr's-grave; 

We  know  he's  safe  with  God  above. 

Though  thou  art  with  tho  Blessed  Lamb, 
Safe  in  thy  peaceful  home  above, 
Thy  country  still  has  cause  to  lov 

And  bless  thy  name,  O  Abraham. 

— [L.  A.  C.  N  J 


Anonymous       -  R« 


A  BRA.  PI  AM  LINCOLN       "Lincoln!    when  men  would 

name  a  man" 


3 


Lincoln!      when  men  would  name  a  man 
Just,  unperturbed,  magnanimous, 

Tried  in  the  lowest  seat  of  all, 

Tried  in  the  chief  seat  of  the  house, - 

Lincoln!     wvien  men  would  name  a  man 

"ho  wrought  the  great  work  of  his  age, 

Vv'ho  fought  and  fought  the  noblest  fight, 
•^nd  marshalled  it  from  stage  to  stage, 

Victorious,  out  of  dusk  and  dark, 
■"nd  into  dawn  and  on  till  day, 

Most  humble  when  the  paeans  rang, 
Least  rigid  when  the  enemy  lay 

Rostrated  for  his  feet  to  tread, 

This  name  of  Lincoln  will  they  name, 

A  name  revered,  a  name  of  scorn, 
Of  scorn  to  sundry,  not  to  -fame. 

Lincoln,  the  man  who  freed  the  slave; 

Lincoln,  whom  never  self  enticed; 
Slain  Lincoln,  worthy  found  to  die 

A  soldier  of  his  captain  Christ. 

Reprinted  from 
Macmi 1 lan ' s  Ma g az i  ne 


Anon  (C.  B. ) 


Sonnet 
ABRAHAM  LINCOLN 


"Loud  in  the  land  hath  been  the  cannon' ■ 
roarM 


Abraham  Lincoln 


SONNET 

Loud  in  the  land  hath  been  the  cannon's  roar; 

And  bright  on  every  field  war's  scathing  flame, 
And  absent  faces  have  been  seen  no  more, 

And  men  have  suffered  pangs,  and  women  shame, 

And  hearts  we  doubted  have  achieved  a  name, 
And  hearts  have  failed  that  never  shook  before; 
But  through  the  blackest  storms  that  fate  could  pour 

Still  one  great  spirit  hath  been  aye  the  same; 
Unmoved,  immovable,  and  like  a  tower. 
Honor  the  President,  whose  heart  of  oak 

Hath  conquered  fortune  and  the  fiends  of  war! 
Lo!  the  glad  bondsman,  rising  from  his  yoke, 
Spurns  the  foul  shackles  that  asunder  broke 

Beneath  the  hammer  of  our  western  Thor. 

C.  B. 

Springfield  (Mass. Republican,  April  5,  1865. 


Anon. 


ABRAHAM  LINCOLN 


"Ohl    hail,  with  rejoicing  and 
honor,  the  light  of  that  dayi" 


ABRAHAM  LINCOLN. 
(In  Memoriam.) 
Oh!  hail,  with  rejoicing  and  honor,  the  light 

of  that  day 
Which  bore  us  a  sovereign  hero  the  nation 
to  6way; 

A  strong,  daring  soul  for  our  country,  to 
wipe  out  its  stains; 

The  rights  of  his  people  were  holy,  ho  sun- 
dered their  chains. 

Through  tides  of  tumultuous  discord  he  held 
his  command, 

The  throbs  of  that  noble  heart  beating  were 
felt  o'er  the  land. 

He  planted  his  foot    on    enslavement  and 
ground  it  to  dust, 

He  wrested  the  power  from  oppressors,  left 
fetters  to  rust; 

Through  surges  of  wild  opposition  he  weath- 
ered the  storm, 

And    faced    with    unwavering    courage  his 
charge  to  perform. 

N«  chaplets  of  laurel  were  needed  for  crown-  , 
ing  his  life,  j 

Sublimely  at  last,  aa  he  lived  It,  he  finished  , 
the  strife;  ! 

A  martyr,  indeed,  for  his  country,  earth's 
honors  were  vain; 

A  crown  of  the  glory  immortal  his  permanent 
gain. 

Though  lowly  our  loftiest  homage  that  name 

to  enshrine, 
It  e'er  in  the  hearts  of  his  people  in  splen- 

■    dor  shall  shine. 
The   souls  of   those  destitute  freedmen  in 

loyalty  hold 
A  monument  stronger  than  granite,  more  pre- 
cious than  gold; 
'Twas  reared  on  a  life  of  endurance,  the 

workman  was  Love;  v 
The  warden  to  guard  and  preserve  it  an 

angel  above: 
The  key  to  this  glorious '  structure  that  dear 

cherished  name, 
Inscribed  with  the  blood  of  his  death-wound 

in  fetters  of  fame: 
And  storms  cannot  crumble  this  pillar  or 

cause  it  to  rust, 
No  changes  «f  time  can  obscure  it,  or  print 

it  with  dust; 
The  blocks  of  this  column  of  glory  are  cue 

from  the  heart, 
Cemented  with  grateful  affection  they  never 

can  part. 

Thus  planted  on  solid  foundation,  the  strength 

of  the  years, 
And  hallowed    by    rare    consecration  with 

agonized  tears, 
Though  lost  to  the  life  of  the  listless,  this 

cenotaph  grand 
Still  looms  In  its  majesty  endless,  a  work  of 

God's  hand. 
Unbound  from  their  fetters,  those  freedmen 

shall  strike  for  a  goal; 
That  pride,  which  true  liberty  wakens,  en- 
nobles the  soul. 
His  mem'ry  a  help  to  advancement,  a  light 

to  their  eyes; 
That  race  to  the  height  of  true  manhood  shall 

steadily  rise; 
And  each  lofty  deed  or  attainment  achieved 

by  their  hand. 
Shall  seek  for  its  first  inspiration  that  name 
of  command. 


Anonymous  Abraham  Lincoln 
  In  Memoriafli 

ABRAHAM  LINCOLN. 
(In  Memoriam.) 
Oh!  hail,  with  rejoicing  and  honor,  the  light 

of  that  day 
Which  bore  us  a  sovereign  hero  the  nation 
to  sway; 

A  strong,  daring  soul  tor  our  country,  to 
wipe  out  its  stains; 

The  rights  of  his  people  were  holy,  he  sun- 
dered their  chains.  ( 
|  Through  tides  of  tumultuous  discord  he  held 

his  command, 
I  The  throbs  of  that  noble  heart  beating  -were 
felt  o'er  the  land. 

He  planted  his  foot  on  enslavement  and  I 
ground  it  to  dust, 

He  wrested  the  power  from  oppressors,  left 
fetters  to  rust; 

Through  surges  of  wild  opposition  he  weath-  j 
ered  the  storm, 

And  faced  with  unwavering  courage  his 
charge  to  perform. 

No  chaplets  of  laurel  were  needed  for  crown- 
ing his  life, 

Sublimely  at  last,  as  he  lived  It,  he  finished 
the  strife; 

A  martyr,  indeed,  for  his  country,  earth's 

honors  were  vain; 
A  crown  of  the  glory  immortal  his  permanent 

gain. 

j  Though  lowly  our  16ftiest  homage  that  name 
to  enstu-ine, 

It  e'er  in  the  hearts  of  his  people  in  splen- 
dor shall  shine. 

The  souls  of  thoee  destitute  freedmen  In, 
loyalty  hold  • 

A  monument  stronger  than  granite,  more  pre- 
cious than  gold; 

'Twas  reared  on  a  life  of  endurance,  the 

workman  was  Love;  |  » 

The  warden  to  guard  and  preserve  it  an 
angel  above: 

The  key  to  this  glorious  structure  that  dear 
cherished  name, 

Inscribed  with  the  blood  of  his  death-wound 
in  fetters  of  fame: 

And  ■  storms  cannot  crumble  this  pillar  or 
cause  it  to  rust, 

No  changes  of  time  can  obscure  it,  or  print 
it  with  dust; 

The  blocks  of  this  column  of  glory  are  cut 
from  the  heart. 

Cemented  with  grateful  affection  they  never 
can  part. 

Thus  planted  on  solid  foundation,  the  strength 

of  the  years, 
And  hallowed    by    rare    consecration  with 

agonized  tears, 
Though  lost  to  the  life  of  the  listless,  this  ( 

cenotaph  grand 
Still  looms  in  its  majesty  endless",  a  work  of 

God's  hand. 

i  Unbound  from  their  fetters,  thoee  freedmen, 

shall  strike  for  a  goal; 
i  That  pride,  which  true  liberty  wakens,  en- 
nobles the  soul. 

His  mem'ry  a  help  to  advancement,  a  light 
to  their  eyes; 

That  race  to  the  height  of  true  manhood  shall 
steadily  rise; 

And  each  lofty  deed  or  attainment  achieved 
by  their  hand, 

Shall  seek  for  its  first  inspiration  that  name 
of  command. 


"Oh,  Hail1,  with  rejoicing 
and  honor" 


Abraham  Lincoln 


So  tall  and  strong  he  stood" 


ABRAHAM  LINCOLN 

SO  tall  and  strong  he  stood, 
While  war  swept  o'er 
the  land. 
So  brave  and  true  and  good, 
Before  a  hostile  band. 

By  God's  own  help,  he  tore 
The     shackles     from  the 
bound; 

A.nd  man,  a  slave  no  more,  , 
Emancipation  found. 

Lincoln,  thy  work  Is  done; 
Thy    name    we    hold  most 
dear. 

A  nation  thou  hast  won; 
Thy  mem'ry  we  revere. 


Anon     ABRAHAM  LINCOLN 


They  say  that  Cod  no  longer  talks  with  men; 


Abraham  Jlinoaltt 

They  say  that  God  no  longer  talks  with  men; 
And  when  some  man  to  fame  attains,  quite  Free 
From  college  lore  or  school's  traditions,  be 
He  grand  and  pure  as  saint  of  old,  'tis  then 
They  cry  "self-made"  as  though  beyond  their  ken. 
How  mind  attuned  to  Divinity 
interprets  well  the  mighty  symbol  He 
Doth  hourly  trace  on  life  with  powerful  pen. 
Then  not  "self-made,"  but  "God  wrought"  let  us  say 
Of  these  great  souls,  whose  very  printed  deeds 
illumine  our  hearts  by  hint  of  God-like  sway 
That  thrills  and  lifts  us  far  above  eaith's  deeds 
And  dragging  cares.    The  modern  prophets  they, 
Decrying  each  his  age's  Baalist  creeds. 

Our  martyred  hero  Lincoln  was  of  these; 
For  who  can  think  that  his  serene,  clean  soul 
For  only  wordly  v/isdcm  sought  a  toll— - 
Caught  but  ambition's  message  from  the  breeze 
That  whispered  through  the  gloomy  forest  trees? 
Who  doubt  while  cleaving  clean  the  mighty  bole, 
He  fought  with  self  and  wrong  till  o'er  him  stole 
A  quickened  sense  which  his  great  work  forsees. 
And  having  struggled  up  to  heights  where  God 
Affords  to  stoop  to  men,  henceforth  no  more 
He  strove,  but  like  a  child  obeyed,  and  trod 
The  higher,  rocky  way,  heartsick,  footsore, 
Afar  from  shade  or  flower-sprin  kled  sod, 
With  prescience  dim  of  martyrdom  in  store. 


(  Sent  <£y  F.  If&y  ifisUh) 


Anon, 


"ABRAHAM  LINCOLN" 


We  honor,  as  the  years  their  cycles 
run, " 


."Abraham  Lincoln' 


We  honor:  as  the  years  their  cycles 


1  run, 

I  With  veneration  a  beloved  son 
Of  Illinois;  and  pause  to  read  again 
The  messages  he  brought  to  troub- 
led men. 

We  marvel  that  the  simple  words  we 
know 

Fell  from  his  lips  with  an  immortal 
glow, 

High  up  on  history's    scroll  to  be 

emplaced, 
Never,  while  time  shall  run,  to  be 

erased. 

In  his  seamed  face  how  plainly  dc 


His  kinship  with  humanity's  deep 
need. 

Each    furrow    tells    of  knowledge 

dearly  bought 
That  fitted  him  to  lead  in  seasons 

fraught 

With  war's  alarm.    Though  chosen 

chief  to  be, 
In  spirit  there  was  none  humbler 

than  he. 

Devoid  of  self,  with  an  unseeming 
zeal 

He  gave  himself  unto  his  country's 
weal. 

The  bitter  hatreds  born  of  civil  strife 
Found  no  echo  in  his  heart.  Such 

was  his  life 
That,  there  was  room  for  friend  and 

enemy 

Within  the  mantle  of  his  charity. 
Today  we  look  to  Lincoln   for  we 
know 

We  shall  find  guidance  in  the  way 
we  go. 


we  read 


Anon 


C.    B.-Wifl   you  kindly   give  me 
some  ir'"  -matlon  about  a  poem  on 
Abraham  '.  /  -.coin,  published  in  Eng-j 
land  soon  after  his  tt(:*th-  which  begins : 
You  lay  a  wreath  on  murder'd  Lincoln's  j 
>i    You  bwho  with  mocking  pencil  wont  to 

xi   Broad^for  the    self -complaisant  British 

i  sneer  * 

His  length  o£  shambling  limb,  his  fur- 
rowed face.' 
The  lines  quoted  above  are  the  opening 
lines  of  the  remarkable  poem  on  Lincoln 
Which  was  printed  in  London  Punch  on  May, 
6  1865,  soon  after  the  assassination.    It  was 
.printed  under  the  title,  it  Abraham  Lincoln. 
Immediately   after   its   publication   it  was 
credited  to  Ton.  Taylor,  the  English  jour- 
nalist, dramatist,  and  editor  of  Punch  for 
some   years,   and  in   Stedman's  "Victorian 
'     hology,"  in  which  the  poem  is  printed  in 
lull   it  is  ascribed  to  Taylor.    In  .Spielman's 
"  History  of  Punch  "  Shirley  Brooks  is  given 
as  the  author  of  the  poem,  and  as  Spielman 
was  the  authorized  historian  of  Punch  and 
had  access  to  all  the  office  records   it  is 
presumed   that  he  was   correct   in  giving 
brooks  as  the  author.     The  pofer$  is  also 
Sprinted  in  Bryant's  "  New  Library  of  - 
*and  Song  "  and  in  Stevenson's  "  Home 
,'of  Verse,"  in  both  of  which  books  Tom  a* 
lor  is  given  as  the  author. 


Anonymous 


Abraham  Lincoln 


Abraham  Lincoln 

FOULLY  ASSASSINATED  APRIL  14,  1865. 

From  the  London  Punch,  1885. 
You  lay  a  wreath  on  murdered  Lincoln's  bier; 

You,  who,  with  mocking  pencil,  wont  to  trace. 
Broad  for  the  self-complacent  British  sneer, 

His  length  of  shambling-  limb,  his  furrowed  face, 

His  gaunt,  gnarled  hands,  his  unkempt,  bristling 
hair, 

His  garb  uncouth,  his  bearing  111  at  ease, 
His  lack  of  all  we  prize  as  debonair. 
Of  power  or  will  to  shine,  of  art  to  please. 

You,  whose  smart  pen  backed  up  the  pencil's 
laugh. 

Judging  each  step  as  though  the  way  were  plain; 
Reckless,  so  It  could  point  Its  paragraph. 

Of  chiefs  perplexity  or  people's  pain. 
-Beside  this  corpse,  that  bears  for  winding-sheet 

The  Stars  and  Stripes  he  lived  to  rear  anew, 
Between  the  mourners  at  his  head  and  feet, 

Say,  scurril  j  ester,  Is  there  room  for  you? 

Yes,  he  had  lived  to  shame  me  from  my  sneer. 

To  lame  my  pencil  and  confute  my  pen- 
To  make  me  own  this  hind  of  Princes  peer,  • 

This  rall-splltter  a  true-born  king  of  men; 
My  shallow  judgment  had  learnt  to  rue. 

Noting  how  to  occasion's  heights  he  rose. 
How  his  quaint  wit  made  home  truth  seem  more  true 

How  Iron-like  his  temper  grew  by  blows. 
How  humble,  yet  how  hopeful  he  could  be; 

TIow,  In  good  fortune  and  In  ill,  the  same; 
Nor  bitter  in  success,  nor  boastful  he, 

Thirsty  for  gold,  nor  feverish  for  fame. 

He  went  about  his  work — such  work  as  few 
Ever  had  laid  on  head  and  heart  and  hand- 
As  one  who  knows,  where  there's  a  task  to  do, 
Man's  honest  will  must  Heaven's  good  grace 
command; 

Who  trusts  the  strength  will  with  the  burden  grow, 
That  God  makes  instruments  to  work  His  will, 

If  but  that  will  we  can  arrive  to  know, 

Nor  tamper  with  the  weights  of  good  and  111. 

So  he  forth  went  to  battle  on  the  side 

That  he  felt  clear  was  Liberty's  and  Right's, 

As  in  his  peasant  boyhood  he  had  plied 

His  warfare  with  rude  Nature's  thwarting  might  

The  uncleared  forest,  the  unbroken  soil, 

The  Iron  bark  that  turns  the  lumberer's  axe*, 

The  rapid  that  o'erbears  the  boatman's  toll, 
The  prairie,  hiding  the  mazed  wanderer's  tracks. 

The  ambushed  Indian  and  the  prowling  bear  

Such  were  the  needs  that  helped  his  youth  to  train: 
Rough  culture— but  such  trees  large  fruit  may  bear. 

If  but  their  stocks  be  of  right  girth  and  grain. 
So  he  grew  up,  a  destined  work  to  do. 

And  lived  to  do  it;  four  long-suffering  years' 
111 -fate,  ill-feeling,  ill -report,  lived  through, 

And  then  he  heard  the  hisses  changed  to  cheers; 
The  taunts  to  tribute,  the  abuse  to  praise, 

And  took  both  with  the  same  unwavering  mood; 
Till,  as  he  came  on  light,  from  darkling  days. 

And  seemed  to  touch  the  goal  from  where  he 
$j  stood, 

A  felon  hand,  between  the  goal  and  him, 
Reached  from  behind  his  back,  a  trigger  prest— 

And  those  perplexed  and  patient  eyes  were  dim, 
Those  gaunt,  long-laboring  limbs  were  laid  to 
rest. 

The  words  of  mercy  were  upon  his  Hps, 
Forgiveness  In  his  heart  and  on  his  pen, 

When  this  vile  murderer  brought  swift  eclipse 
To  thoughts  of  peace  on  earth,  good  will  to  men. 

The  Old  World  and  the  New,  from  sea  to  sea, 
Utter  one  voice  of  sympathy  and  shamel 

Sore  heart,  so  stopped  when  It  at  last  beat  high- 
Sad  life,  cut  short  just  as  its  triumphs  came. 

A  deed  accurstl   Strokes  have  been  struck  before 
By  the  assassin's  hand,  whereof  men  doubt 

If  more  of  horror  or  disgrace  they  bore; 
But  thy  foul  crime,  like  Cain's,  stands  darkly  out. 

Vile  hand,  that  brandest  murder  on  a  strife, 
Whate'er  its  grounds,  stoutly  and  nobly  striven; 

And  with  the  martyr's  crown,  crownest  a  life 
With  much  to  praise,  little  to  be  forgiven. 


"You  lay  a  wreath  on  the 
murdered  Lincoln's  "bier" 


Anonymous 


ABRAHAM  LINCOLN 


"You  lay  a  wreath  on  murdered 
Lincoln'  b  bier" 


ABRAHAM  LINCOLN. 

FOULLY  X&SASSINATED,  APRIL  14,  1865. 

,  $»u  liiy  a  wreath  on  murdered  Lincoln's  bier, 
!  You,  who  with  mocking  pencil  wcmt  to  trace, 
!  Broad  for  the  self-complacent  British  sneer, 

His  length  of  shambling  limb,  his  furrowed  face, 

.  His  gaunt,  gnarled  hands,  his  unkempt,  bristling  hair, 
His  garb  uncouth,  his  bearing  jll  at  ease, 
His  lack  of  all  we  prize  as  debonair, 
Of  power  or  will  to  shine,  of  art  to  please. 

y»u,  whose  smart  pen  backed  up  the  pencil's  laugh, 
J     Judging  each  step  as  though  the  way  were  plain: 
I  Reckless,  so  it  could  point  its  paragraph, 
f    Of  chief's  perplexity,  or  people's  pain. 

Beside  this  corpse,  that  bears  for  winding-sheet 
The  Stars  and  Stripes  he  lived  to  rear  anew, 

Between  the  mourners  at  his  head  and  feet, 
Say,  scurril-jester,  is  there  room  for  you  ? 

Yes,  he  had  lived  to  shame  me  from  my  sneer, 

To  lame  my  pencil,  and  confute  my  pen- 
To  make  me  own  this  hind  of  princes  peer, 
This  rail-splitter  a  true-horn  king  of  men. 

My  shallow  judgment  I  had  learnt  to  rue, 
Noting  how  to  occasion's  height  he  rose, 

How  his  quaint  wit  made  home-truth  seem  more  true, 
How,  iron-like,  his  temper  grew  by  Mows. 

How  humble  yet  how  hopeful  he  could  be: 
How  in  good  fortune  and  in  ill  the  same : 

Nor  bitter  in  success,  nor  boastful  he, 
Thirsty  for  gold,  nor  feverish  for  fame. 

He  went  about  his  work — such  work  as  few 
Ever  had  laid  on  head  and  heart  and  hand — 

As  one  who  knows,  where  there's  a  task  to  do, 
Man's  honest  will  must  Heaven's  good  grace  command ; 

Who  trusts  the  strength  will  with  the  burden  groW, 
That  God  makes  instruments  to  work  his  will, 

If  but  that  will  we  can  arrive  to  know, 
Nor  tamper  with  the  weights  of  good  and  ill, 


A  young  re"beile,  esq. 


ASSAM,  A  MILITARY  POEM 


Confederate.  Abram,  a  Military  Poem,  by  A.  Young. 
Rebelle,  Esq.,  of  the  Army. 

A  Scrio- Comic  Poem  on  Abraham  Lincoln,  McClellan,  Pope 
and  Bnrnside,  as  also  on  Stonezvall  Jackson,  the  Co7ifederate 
Navy,  &c.  Very  rare.  Fresh  as  netv.   See  Facsimile  Title. 


/3  "K 


Anonymous  A  Boy's  ^BOUGHT  OP  LINCOLN  "Some  days  in  school, 

when  teacher  says," 


A  Boy's  Thought  of  Lincoln 

Some  daj's  in  school,  when  teacher  says, 
"Jim,  name  the  Presidents," 

I  up  and  I  commence, 
And  say  them  all,  from  Washington  clear  through  to 

Buchanan,  then 
I  have  to  stop  and  clear  my  throat — I  always  have  to 

when 

I  come  to  Abraham  Lincoln's  name, 

E'en  though  the  teacher  whispers  "Shame! 

Can't  you  remember,  Jim?" 

Can't  I  remember  him! 
Why,  he's  my  hero !   That  is  why 
I  get  choked  up  and  want  to  cry ! 
Once  he  was  just  as  poor  as  I, 
And  homely  too,  and  tall  and  shy. 
But  he  was  brave  and  made  his  place, 
Climbed  to  the  top  and  freed  a  race! 
When  I  think  what  he  dared  to  do, 
I  just  vow  I'll  do  something . too ! 

— Children's  Magazine. 


A  Boy's  Thought  of  Lincoln 
Some  days  in  school,  when  teacher  says, 
"Jim,  name  the  Presidents," 
I  up  and  I  commence. 
And  say  them  all  from  Washington,  clear  through 

Buchanan,  then 
I  have  to  stop  and  clear  my  throat — I  always 

have  to  when 
I  come  to  Abraham  Lincoln's  name, 
Although  the  teacher  whispers  "Shame! 
Can't  you  remember,  Jim?" 
Can't  I  remember  him! 
Why,  he's  my  hero!    That  is  why 
I  get  choked  up  and  want  to  cry! 
Once,  he  was  just  as  poor  as  I, 

And  homely,  too,  and  tall  and  shy. 
But  he  was  brave  and  made  his  place, 
Climbed  to  the  top  and  freed  a  race! 
When  I  think  what  he  dared  to  do, 
I  vow  that  I'll  do  something,  too! 

— Children's  Magazine. 


r 

Anon        ABOY»S  THOUGHT  OF  LINCOLN       "Some  days  in  school,  when  teacher  says, 

•Jim,  name  the  Presidents," 


A    BOY'S    THOUGHT  OF  LINCOLN. 

Some  days  in  school,  when  teacher  says, 

"Jim,  name  the  Presidents," 

I  up  and  I  commence, 
And  say  them  all,    from  Washington 

clear  through  Buchanan,  then 
I  have  to  stop  and  clear  my  throat — I 

always"  have  to  when 
I  come  to  Abraham  Lincoln's  name, 
E'en    though    the    teacher  whispers 
"Shame! 

Can't  you  remember,  Jim?" 

Can't  I  remember  him! 
Why,  he's  my  hero!   That  is  why 
I  get  choked  up  and  want  to  cry! 
Once  he  was  just  as  poor  as  I, 
And  homely,  too,  and  tall  and  shy. 
But  he  was  brave  and  made  his  place, 
Climbed  to  the  top  and  freed  a  race! 
When  I  think  what  he  dared  to  do, 
I  just  vow  I'll  do  something,  too! 

— Children's  Magazine. 


Anonymous  Buchannan 

The  other    "Ahou-Ben-A&hem"  "James  Buchannan-may  his  tribe 

decrease-" 

Tue  other  "  Abou-Ben-Adhem."  —  The  fol- 
lowing ingenious  and  witty  parody  of  a  poena 
universally  known,  is  from  a  feminine  pen.  The 
tart  and  somewhat  malicious  allusions  to  "  Rye  " 
refer,  we  suppose,  to-President  Buchanan's  letter 
to  some  Western  friends,  acknowledging,  with 
thanks,  the  receipt  of  some  excellent  rye  whis- 
key5: 

James  fJ-Uehanan  —  may  his  tribe  decrease — 
Awoke  one  night  from  a  strange  dream  of  peace,, 
And  saw,  within  the  curtains  of  his  bed, 
Making  his  t'other  eye  to  squint  with  dread — . 
Old  Jackson,  writing  in  a  book  of  gold. 
Exceeding  Rye  had  made  Buchanan  bold, 
And  to  the  stern  Ex-President  he  said  : 
"  Wha  —  what  writ'st  thou?"    The  spirit  shook 
his  head, 

The  while  he  answered,  with  the  voice  of  old : 
"  The  names  of  those  who  ne'er  their  country  sold !  " 
"  And  is- mine  one  ?  "  asked  J.  B.    "  Nary  !"  cried 
The  General,  with  a  frown.    Buchanan  sighed, 
And  groaned,  and  turned  himself  upon  his  bed, 
And  took  another  "nip"  of  "rye,"  then  said : 
"  Well,  ere  thou  lay  thy  record  on  the  shelf, 
Write  me  at  least  as  one  who  sold  himself! 
'  Democs '  and  '  Rye  '  so  long  my  spirits  were, 
That  when  the  '  Crisis '  came  —  I  wasn't  there !  " 
The  General  wrote,  and  vanished  ;  the  next  night 
He  came  again,  in  more  appalling  plight, 
And  showed  those  names  that  all  true  men  detest, 
And  lo  !  Buchanan's  name  led  all  the  rest ! 


Anon 


A  LINCOLN  CAMPAIGN  SONG 


We  hear  a  cry  increasing  still" 


A  Lincoln  Campaign  Song 

(I860) 


We  hear  a  cry  increasing  still, 
Like  light  it  springs  from  hill  to 

hill—  *  ~ 

From    Pennsylvania's    State  it 

leaps, 

And    o'er    the    Buckeye  valley 
sweeps. 

Get  out  of  the  way,  Stephen  Doug- 
las! 

Get  out  of  the  way,  Stephen  Doug- 
las! 

Get  out  of  the  way,  Stephen  Doug-  i 
las! 

Lincoln  is  the  man  we  want  to 
serve  us! 

Hoosier  State  first  caught  the  cry, 
The  Hawkeye  State  then  raised  it 
high, 

The  Sucker  State  now  waits  the 
clay, 

When  Lfncoln  leads  to  victory! 

Get  out  of  the  way,  Stephen  Doug- 
,  las! 

Get  out  of  the  way,  Stephen  Doug- 
las! 

Get  out  of  the  way,  Stephen  Doug- 
las! 

Lincoln  is  the  man  we  want  to 
serve  us! 

Cheer  up,  for  victory's  on  its  way, 
No  power  its  onward  march  can 
stay, 

As  well  to  stop  the  thunder's  roar 
As  hope  for  Doug  to  serve  rus 
more. 

Get  out  of  the  way,  Stephen  Doug- 
*  las! 

Get  out  of  the  way,  Stephen  Doug- 
las! 

Get  out  of  the  way,  Stephen  Doug- 
las ! 

Lincoln  is  the  man  we  'want  to 
serve  us! 

Then,  Freemen,  rally,  one  and  all,  | 
Respond  to  our  brave  leader's  call; 
Free  Speech,  Free  Press,  Free  Soil, 

want  we, 
And  Lincoln  to  lead  for  liberty! 

Get  out  of  the  way,  Stephen  Doug^ 
las! 

Get  out  of  the  way,  Stephen  Doug- 
las! 

Get  out  of  the  way,  Stephen  Doug- 
las! 

Lincoln  is  the  man  we  want  to 
serve  us! 


J  WRIGHT 


Anon 


AT  THE  PRESIDENT'S  GBAVE 


"AH  summer  long  the  peeple  knelt" 


160 


POSTSCRIPT. 


AT  THE  PRESIDENT'S  GRAVE. 


September  26,  1881. 


All  summer  long  the  people  knelt 
And  listened  at  the  sick  man's  door: 
Each  pang  which  that  pale  sufferer  felt 
Throbbed  through  the  land,  from  shore  to  shore. 

And  as  the  awful  hour  drew  nigh, 
What  breathless  watching,  night  and  day ! 
What  tears!  what  prayers!  Great  God  on  high — 
Have  we  forgotten  how  to  pray ! 

O  broken-hearted,  widowed  one, 
Forgive  us  if  we  press  too  near! 
Dead  is  our  husband,  father,  son — - 
For  we  are  all  one  family  here. 

And  thou  remember, — though  relief 
Come  not  till  thine  own  day  grow  dim, — 
That  never,  in  this  world  of  grief, 
Has  mortal  man  been  mourned  like  him. 


EPITAPH. 


A  man  not  perfect — but  of  heart 
So  high,  of  such  heroic  rage, 
That  even  his  hopes  became  a  part 
And  parcel  of  earth's  heritage. 


/iff 


Bric-a-Baac  1881 


Anon. 

V 


BRITTAi^lA1  S  CHAPLET 


"Lincoln!  When  men  would 
name  a  man , " 


Brittania's  Chaplet. 


From  oversea  came  words  to  cheer  stricken 
Columbia  in  her  mourning.  No  matter  how 
mistaken  Englishmen  had  railed  at  the 
northern  cause  in  their  espousal  of  the  south, 
there  was  <no  discordant  note  now  that  the 
chief  was  laid  low.  John  Bright,  always 
friendly  to  the  cause,  and  even  Gladstone, 
who,  under  a  misconception  of  the  issues, 
had  at  one  time  favored  the  south,  spoke 
words  of  sincenest  praise  for  him  who  was 
a  sacrifice  on  his'  country's  altar.  Punch, 
too,  which  had  never  ceased  to  heap  ridicule' 
upon  the  uncouth  hero  struggling  with  the 
giant's  task,  handsomely  recanted  its  opin- 
ion with  pem  and  pencil.  Another  English 
tribute  not  so  well  known  appeared  in  Mac- 
millan's  Magazine,  the  author's  name  not  be- 
ing given: 

Lincoln!   When  men  would;  name  a  man, 
Just,  unperturbed,  magnanimous, 

Tried  in  the  lowest  seat  of  all, 
Tried  in  the  chief  seat  of  the  house- 


Lincoln!   When  men  would  name  a  man 
Who  wrought  the  great  work  of  his  age, 

Who  fought  and  fougiht  the  noblest  ftght, 
And  marshaled  it  from  stage  to  stage, 

Victorious,  out  of  dusk  and  dark, 
And  into  dawn  and  on  till  day, 

Most  humble  when  the  paeans  rang. 
Least  rigid  when  the  enemy  lay 

Prostrated  for  his  feet  to  tread— 
This  name  of  Lincoln  will  they  name, 

A  name  revered,  a  name  of  scorn, 
Of  scorn  to  sundry,  not  to  fame. 

Lincoln,  the  man  who  freed  the  slave; 

Lincoln1  whom  never  self  enticed ; 
Elain  Lincoln,  worthy  found  to  die 

A  soldier  of  his  Captain  Christ. 


«  WEIGHT 


Anonymous 


The  Confederate  Primer 


"At  Nashville's  fall" 


THE  CONFEDERATE  PRIMER. 

At  Nashville's  fall 
We  sinned  all; 

At  Number  Ten 
We  sinned  again. 

Thy  purse  to  mend, 
Old  Floyd  attend. 

Abe  Lincoln  bold 
Our  ports  doth  hold. 

Jeff  Davis  tells  a  lie, 
And  so  must  you  and  I. 

Isham  did  mourn 
His  case  forlorn. 


Brave  Pillow's  flight 
Is  out  of  sight. 

Buell  doth  play 
And  after  slay. 

Yon  oak  will  be  the  gallows-tree 
Of  Richmond's  fallen  majesty. 


Anonymous  Conservative  Chorus  "Abraham,  spare  the  south," 


CONSERVATIVE  CHORUS. 

Abraham,  spare  the  South, 

Touch  not  a  single  slave  ; 
Nor  e'en  by  word  of  mouth 

Disturb  the  thing,  we  crave. 
'Twas  our  forefathers'  hand 

That  Slavery  begot ; 
There.  Abraham,  let  it  stand; 

Thine  act?  shall  harm- it  not. 


Anonymous 


England^  Sorrow  HThe  hand  of  the  assassin,  flowing 

red" 


England's  Sorrow. 

The  hand  of  an  assassin,  glowing  red, 

Shot  like  a  firebrand  through  the  western  sky; 
And  stalwart  Abraham  Lincoln  now  is  dead! 

0 !  felon  heart  that  thus  oould  basely  dye 
The  name  of  southerner  with  murderous  gorel 
Could  such  a  spirit  come  from  mortal  womb? 
And  what  possessed  it  that  not  heretofore 

It  linked  its  coward  mission  with  the  tomb  J 
Lincoln!  thy  fame  shall  sound  through  many  an 
age, 

To  prove  that  genius  lives  in  humble  birth; 
Thy  name  shall  sound  upon  historic  page, 
For  'midst  thy  faults  we  all  esteemed  thy 
worth. 

Gone  art  thou  now!  no  more  'midst  angry  heat 
Shall  thy  calm  spirit  rule  the  surging  tide, 

Which  rolls  where  two  contending  nations  meet, 
To  still  the  passion  and  to  curb  the  pride. 

Nations  have  looked  and  seen  the  fate  of  kings, 
Protestors,  emperors,  and  such  like  men; 

Behold  the  man  whose  dirge  all  Europe  sings, 
j      Now  past  the  eulogy  of  mortal  pen ! 

He,  like  a  lighthouse,  fell  athwart  the  strand; 

Let  curses  rest  upon  the  assassin's  hand ! 

— London  Fun. 


England's  Sorrow  "The  hand  of  an  assassin 

glowing  redff 


Englahd's  Sorrow. 

The  hand  of  an  assassin,  glowing  red, 

Shot  like  a  firebrand  through  the  western  sky; 
And  stalwart  Abraham  Lincoln  now  is  dead! 

0 !  felon  heart  that  thus  could  basely  dye 
The  name  of  southerner  with  murderous  gore! 

Could  such  a  spirit  come  from  mortal  womb? 
And  what  possessed  it  that  not  heretofore 

It  linked  its  coward  mission  with  the  tomb? 
Lincoln!  thy  fame  shall  sound  through  many  an 
age, 

To  prove  that  genius  lives  ift  humble  birth ; 
Thy  name  shall  sound  upon  historic  page, 

For  'midst  thy  faults  we  all  esteemed  thy 
worth.  . 
Gone  art  thou  now!  no  more  'midst  angry  lreat 

Shall  thy  calm  spirit  rule  the  surging  tide, 
Which  rolls  where  two  contending  nations  meet, 

To  still  the  passion  and  to  curb  the  pride. 
Nations  have  looked  and  seen  the  fate  of  kings, 

Protestors,  emperors,  and  such  like  men; 
Behold  the  man  whose  dirge  all  Europe  sings, 

Now  past  the  eulogy  of  mortal  pen ! 
He,  like  a  lighthouse,  fell  athwart  the  strand; 
Let  curses  rest  upon  the  assassin's  hand! 
— London  Fun, 


Anonymous 


Anonymous 


ANONYMOUS 


"Had  Lincoln  lived" 


J)  Had  Lincoln  lived 

Hoy/  would  his  hand,   so  ^entle  yet  so  strong 
Have  closed  the  gapimg  wounds  of  ancient  wrong. 
How  would  his  merry  jest,  the  way  he  smiled 
Our  sundered  hearts  to  union  have  beguiled. 
How  would  the  South  from  his  just  rule  have  learned 
That  enemies  to  neighbors  my  be  turned. 
And  how  thellorth,  with  his  sagacious  art, 
Have  learned  the  power  of  one  gr^at  trusting  heart. 
What  follies  had  been  spared  us,  an    what  stain, 
What  seeds  of  bitterness  that  still  remain. 
Had  Lincoln  lived. 


Anonymous  ^ruary  "Glorious  name 


HAIL,  FEBRUARY 

Hail!    February,  glorious  name, 

Abridged  in  days  but  not  in  fame; 

When  nature  in  its  sternest  forms 

Had  gripped  the  land  with  wintry  storms — 

When  all  seemed  drear,  you  &ave  to  earth 

Two  zealous  souls  of  noble  birth; 

So  double  thanks  we  owe  to  you 

For  Washington  and  Lincoln,  too — 

May  all  mankind  the  days  revere 

That  filled  the  earth  with  hope  and  cheer. 

— Normal  Instructor. 


Anonymous  THE  HAND  OP  LINCOLN        "Look  on  this  ha 

know  the  cast," 


cast, 
the 


OOK  on  this 
and  know 
hand 

That  bore  a  nation 
in  its  hold; 
From  this  mute  wit- 
ness understand 
What  Lincoln  was 
—how  large  of 
mold. 

The  man  who  sped 
the  woodman's 
team, 
And  deepes  t  sunk 
the  plowman's  share, 
And  pushed  the  laden  raft  astream, 
Of  fate  before  him  unaware. 

This  was  the  hand  that  knew  to  swing 
The  ax— since  thus  would  freedom  train 

Her  son— and  made  the  forest  ring, 
And  drove  the  wedge,  and  toiled  amain. 

Firm  hand,  that  loftier  office  took, 

A  conscious  leader's  will  obeyed, 
And,   when  men  sought  his  word  and 
look, 

With  steadfast  might    the  gathering 
swayed. 

No  courtier's,  toying  with  a  sword, 
Nor  minstrel's,  laid  across  a  lute; 

A  chief's,  uplifted  to  the  Lord 

When   all   the   kings   of    earth  were 
mute. 

Tmt.  hand  of  Anak,  sinewed  strong, 
The  fingers  that  on  greatness  clutch; 

Yet,  lo!  the  marks  their  lines  along 
Of  one  who  strove  and  suffered  much. 

For  here  in  knotted  cord  and  vein 
I  trace  the  varying  chart  of  years; 
J™ow  the  troubled  heart,  the  strain. 
The  weight  of  Atlas— and  the  tears. 

Again  I  see  the  patient  orow 
That  palm  erewhile  was  wont  to  press; 

And  now  'tis  furrowed  deep,  and  now 
Made  smooth  with  hope  and  tender- 
ness. 

F°r  something  of  a  formless  grace 
This  molded  outline  plays  about; 

A  pitying  flame,  beyond  our  trace. 
Breathes  like  a  spirit,  in  and  out— 

The  love  that  cast  an  aureole 
Round  one  who,  longer  to  endure. 

Called  mirth  to  ease  his  ceaseless  dole, 
Yet  kept  his  nobler  purpose  sure. 

Lo,  as  I  gaze,  the  statured  man, 
Built  up  from  yon  large  hand,  appears; 

A  type  that  nature  wills  to  plan 
But  once  in  all  a  people's  years. 

What  better  than  this  voiceless  cast 

To  tell  of  such  a  one  as  he, 
Since  through  its  living  semblance  passed 

The  thought  that  bade  a  race  be  free! 


Anon. 


HE  LOOKS  LIKE  LINCOLN 


"The  statesman  wears  hi 
whiskers  low," 


He  Looks  Like  Lincoln. 

The  statesman  wears  his  whiskers  low; 

He  looks  like  Lincoln,  so  he  claims; 
Some  people  call  him  "Uncle  Joe," 

Some  like  to  call  him  other  names; 
He  glories  in  his  homeliness, 

He  has  a  scorn  for  clothes  that  fit; 
And  modestly  will  e'en  confess 

That  he  is  brimming  full  of  wit. 


His  frame  is  long  and  lean  and  lank, 

He  likes  to  hear  the  people  say 
That  he  is  common,  plain  and  frank 

And1  has  a  careless,  rustic  way; 
He  lolls  in  awkward  attitudes, 

And  daily  shaves  his  upper  lip; 
He  dearly  loves  to  shock  the  prudes 

With  merry  jest  or  spicy  quip. 

He  scorns  a  hlghfalutin  style 

At  work  or  play,  in  dress  and  speech; 
And  he  can  keep  from  hearing  while 

Reformers  threaten  or  beseech; 
Beneath  the  chin,  close-cropped  and  low 

He  wears  the  whiskers  that  are  his; 
He  "looks  like  Lincoln  did,"  but,  oh, 

How  very  different  he  is. 


j  WRIGHT 


IN  STATE 


"Beneath  the  vast  and  vaulted  dome  That 
copes  the  Capitol,  he  lies;" 


IN  STATE. 

Beneath  the  vast  and  vaulted  dome 

That  copes  the  Capitol,  he  lies; 

It  is  a  dreary,  dreary  night; 
The  stars  in  their  eternal  home 
Seem  like  the  sad  ethereal  eyes 
Of  seraphs,  filled  with  tender  light. 

The  Capitol  is  wrapped  in  mist; 
Strangely  the  shadows  come  and  go— 
The  dome  seems  floating  into  air, 

Upborne  by  unseen  hands,  I  wist— 
■    -In  solemn  state  he  lies  below, 

His  pure  hands  folded  as  iv  prayer. 

He  lies  in  solemn  state,  alone — 
Alone  with  only  silence  there- 
Alone  with  lofty  lamps  that  rim 
Almost  the  very  coping  stone ; 
Yet  not  alone,  for  all  the  air 
Is  filled  with  tender  thoughts  of  him. 

And  all  night  long  the  marble  floors 

Have  echoed  to  the  gentle  tread 

Of  blessed  and  imm6rtal  feet ; 
And  through  the  open  corridors 
The  mighty  and  illustrious  dead 
Have  thronged  all  night  his  face  to  greet. 

And  they  have  bent,  full-browed  with  pain, 
I   And  gazed  through  their  celestial  tears 
Upon  the  face  so  dear  to  them— 
Upon  the  man  whose  heart  was  fain 
Above  all  hearts  these  latter  years 
"To  be  like  his  of  Bethlehem. 

And  so  our  heads  are  bowed  with  grief 
Because  we  loved  him,  and  because 
But  yesterday,  this  great  man  stood 
Of  many  states  the  perfect  chief, 
Dispensing  justice  and  the  laws, 
And  mindful  of  the  public  good. 

Alas !  it  is  a  dreary  night ; 
For  he  we  loved  so  much  now  lies 
Beneath  the*  vast  and  vaulted  dome  ; 
And  in  his  eyes  there  is  no  light — 
No  light  is  in  .those  loving  eyes 
"Which  kindliness  had  made  b*r  home. 


Poetry- 


Author  Unknown 


"He  was  built  on  lines  so  ample..." 


i  j-     I)       ^  I 
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Anonymous 


Lincoln  Was  a  Leader 


"Lincoln  was  a  leader,  in  the 
front  of  Freedom's  Van-" 


Tune  Eattle  Hymn  of  the  Republic, 

1«  Lincoln  was  a  leader,  in  the  front  of  Freedom's  Van- 
He  gave  his  life  to  carry  out  a  greaf;  p±ac  and  noble  plan, 
He  looked  into  the  future, 
Saw  the  Brotherhood  of  Man, 
And  we  are  "Carrying  On" 

2.  Lloyd  George,  Taft  and  Wilson, 
And  the  noted  Roosevelt, 

Have,  "been  to  Lincoln' s .  "birthplace, 

And  It's  power  and  glory  felt*  1 

And  the  future,  to  our  Town, 

More  blessings  will  be  dealt, 

"For  we  are  "Carrying  On".  i 

3.  Queen  Marie  and  the  Prince  of  Paunanip.  have  been  here, 
When  they  came  the  hand  of  welcome  was  extended  to  the  East 
Hodgenville  Must  feeep  the  spirit 

And  the  name  of  Lincoln,«fc«*e  Ajl&As 
For  v/e  are  "Carrying  On"  • 

Chorus 

Lincoln's  spirit  still  is  with  U3, 
Lincoln's  spit.it  is  with  us, 
Lincoln's  spirit  still  is  with  us, 
And  v/e  are  "Carrying  Or.", 


Anonymous 


LINCOLN 


"The  very  gentlest  of  all  human 
natures" 


....LINCOLN.... 

The  very  gentlest  of  all  human  natures 

He  joined  to  courage  strong, 
And  love  outreaching  unto  all  God1  s  creatures 

With  sturdy  hate  of  wrong. 

Tender  as  I  woman;  manliness  and  idleness 

Ih  him  were  so  allied 
That  they  who  judged  him  by  his  strength  or  weakness 

Saw  but  a  single  sidd. 

And  now  he  rests;  his  greatness  and  his  sweetness 

No  more  will  seem  at  strife, 
For  death  has  moulded  into  calm  completeness 

The  statue  of  his  life. 


teg*"-  1  4/  ft)  H 


0 
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J)f  CATION  POM.  ] 

fte  following  poem,  by  the  late  James 
son  Lord  of  this  city,    was  chosen 
«Lta»  fe.at  m,ml>er    of  manuscripts, 
Omitted    in  competition,  and  was  read 
.  the  dedication  of  the  National  Lincoln 
Monument  in  Oak  Ridgt  cemetery.] 

hui,d  rot  here  a  temple  or  a  shrine 
Knl  fe?h"fanf  *S  "emigods  divine? 
Vor^^6  Clo^V?  a  superstructure  rear 
v  *  .  IIs  ambition  or  for  servile  fear 
Not  to  the  Dust,  but  to  the  Deeds  Ulone 
Vnf'^uUi  peop,e  raise  th'  Historic  s  one- 
For  where  a  patriot  lived,  or  hero  fell 

well     tUrf  WOuW  ma,k         spot  as 

Whathigh?Sh  the  pyramids-  with  apex 
Like  Alpine  peaks  cleave  Egypt's  rainless 

And  cast  'grim  shadows  o'er  a  desert  Ian* 
Forever  blighted  bv  oppress  on' f  hUri" 
No  Pa*riot_zeaJ  the^r  ^e^To^&l 

N°  ^mld^  ^  cham- 
No  public  weal  inspired  the  heart  with 
To  see  their  summits  tow'ring  high  above. 

sSdPhara°h-    pl°ud  a»* 

WUh  ta^ead:-ambiti°ns    —  ^t 
With   brow  unclouded  as 
throne; 


his 


ory- 
at- 
marble 


And  heart  unyielding    as    th^  bulidlr'sr 
stone 

Sought  with  the  scourge  to  make  man- 

,  kind  his  slaves, 
And  heaven's  free  sunlight  darker  than 

their  graves. 
His  but  to  will,  and.  theirs  to  yield  and 
feel, 

Like  vermin'd  dust    beneath    his  Iron 
heel; — 

Denies  all  mercy,  and  all  right  offends, 
Till  on  his  head  th'  avenging  Plague  de- 
scends. 

Historic  Justice  bids  the  nations  know 
That  through  each  land  of  slaves  a  Nile 

of  blood  shall  flow; 
And    Vendome  Columns. 

thrust, 
Are,  by  the  people,  lev 


Yet  cunning  art  shall  here  her  triumphs 
bring. 

And  laurel'd  bards  their  choicest  anthems 
sing. 

Here,  honor'd  age  shall  bare  its  wintery 
vow. 

Here,   rlpen'd   manhood   from   its  walks 
profound, 

Shall  come  and  halt,  as  if  on  hallow'd 
ground. 

Here  shall  the  urn  with  fragrant  wreaths 
be  drest, 

By  tender  hands    the     flow'ry  tributes 
prest; 

And  wending  westward,  from  oppressions 
far, 

Shall  pilgrims  come  led  by  our  freedom 
star; 

While    bending    lowly,    as    o'er  friendly 
pall. 

The  silent  tear  from  ebon  cheeks  shall 
fall. 

Sterile  and  vain  the  tributes  which  we 

•  pay- 
It  is  the  Past  that  consecrates  today 
The  spot  where  -rests  one  of  the  noble 
few 

Who  saw  the  right,  and  dared  the  right 
to  do. 

True  to  himself  and  to  his  fellow  men, 
With  patient  hand  he  moved  the  potent 
pen. 

Whose    inky   stream   did.    like   the  Red 
sea's  flow, 

Such   bondage  break   and   such    a  host 
o'erthrow! 

The  simple  parchment  on  its  fleeting  page 
Bespeaks  the  import  of  the  better  age, — 
When  man,  lor  man,  no  more  shall  forger 
the  chain, 

Nor  armies'  trea-d  the  shore,  nor  navies;, 
plow  the  main. 

Then  shall  this  boon  to  human  freedom 
given 

Be  fitly  deem'd  a  sacred  gift  of  heaven; — 
Though  of  the  earth,  it  is  no  less  di- 
vine.— 

Founded  on  truth  it  will   forever  shine, 
Reflecting  rays  from  heaven's  unchanging 
plan — 

The  law  of  right  and  brotherhood  of  man. 


or  stone,  nor 


Anon 


LINCOLN— A  SONNET 


"His  spirit  walks  "beside  us,  always  reaching" 


Lincoln  —  A  Sonnet 


pE^  From  the  Christian  Herald 

'Ssr  His  spirit  walks  beside  us,  alwa3rs  reaching 

jfSS^  -  Toward  men — and  hearts  and  souls— that  are 

ttp^  not  free ; 

The  silent  voice  of  him  is  ever  teaching 
tap^,  ( That  love  may  live  beyond  death's  mystery. 

pSs  His  wistful  eyes  are  glancing  from  dim  places 

JL_  *  t  His  smile — a  tender  smile,  and  misty  sweet — 

ISia  '        Finds  echo  in  the  many  kindly  faces 
JT^5  That  pass  us  by,  like  shadows  on  the  street. 


His  legacy  to  us?    Not  just  the  giving 

Of  liberty  to  slaves  who  walked  in  fright ; 
Not  just  the  fact  that  now  our  land  is  living 

Like  one  great  family,  splendid  in  its  might. 
He  gave  his  life  —  a  martyr  to  his  brothers, 

A  follower  of  Him  whose  pierced  hands  bled 
Against  a  cross  of  pain.  .  .  .  He  died  for  others, 

Yet,  while  his  nation  lives  —  he  is  noi  dead! 


Anonymous 


Lincoln 


"Humble  child  of  the  back 
woods" 


LINCOLN. 


Humble  child  of  the  "back  woods. 
Boatman,  Axeman,  Hired  Laborer, 
Clerk,  Surveyor,  Captain, 
Legislator,  Lawyer,  Debater, 
Orator,  Politician,  Statesman, 
President,  Savior  of. the  Republic, 
Emancipator  of  a  race,  True  Christian, 
True  Man,  we  receive  thy  life  and  its 
Immeasurably  great  results,  as  the 
Choicest  gifts  that  a  mortal  has  ever 
Bestowed  upon  us.    Grateful  to  thee 
^or  thy  truth  to  thyself,  to  us, 
And  to  God;  grateful  to  that  ministry 
of  Providence,  and  grace  which  endowed 
Thee  so  richly,  and  bestowed  thee 
Upon  the  nation  of  Mankind. 


REED 


Anonymous 


Lincoln 


"In  him  distilled  and  potent. 


LINCOLN 

In  him  distilled  and  potent  the  choice  essence  of  a  race  ! 

Far  back  the  Puritans — stern  and  manful  visionaries, 

Repressed  poets,  flushed  with  dreams  of  glowing  theologies! 

Each  new  succession,  out  of  border  hardship, 

Refined  to  human  use  the  initial  rigor  of  the  breed, 

Passing  to  the  next  the  unconscious  possession  of  a  perfecting  soul! 

Each  forest  clearing  gave  something  of  neighborly  grace, 

The  rude  play  of  cabin-bred  natural  people  something  of  humor, 

Each  mountain  home  something  of  inner  daring, 

Each  long- wandering  life  something  of  patience  and  of  hope! 

In  the  open,  far-seen  nature  gradually  chiseled 

The  deepening  wistful  eyes. 

Each  axman  and  each  plowman  added 

Another  filament  of  ruggedness; 

Unknowing  minds  dumbly  cried  for  liberty; 

Mute  hearts  strove  against  injustice.    .    .  . 


At  last  was  ready  the  alembic,  where  Nature  stored  and  set  apart 

Each  generation's  finest  residue, 

Waiting  for  the  hour  of  perfect  mixture — 

And  then  the  Miracle! 


Anonymous 


LINCOLN 


"In  him  distilled  and  potent  the  choice 
essence  of  a  rpcelB 


LINCOLN 

In  him  distilled  and  potent  the  choice  essence  of  a  race  ! 

Far  back  the  Puritans — stern  and  manful  visionaries, 

Repressed  poets,  flushed  with  dreams  of  glowing  theologies! 

Each  new  succession,  out  of  border  hardship, 

Refined  to  human  use  the  initial  rigor  of  the  breed, 

Passing  to  the  next  the  unconscious  possession  of  a  perfecting  soul! 

Each  forest  clearing  gave  something  of  neighborly  grace, 

The  rude  play  of  cabin-bred  natural  people  something  of  humor, 

Each  mountain  home  something  of  inner  daring, 

Each  long- wandering  life  something  of  patience  and  of  hope! 

In  the  open,  far-seen  nature  gradually  chiseled 

The  deepening  wistful  eyes. 

Each  axman  and  each  plowman  added 

Another  filament  of  ruggedness; 

Unknowing  minds  dumbly  cried  for  liberty; 

Mute  hearts  strove  against  injustice.    .    .  . 

At  last  was  ready  the  alembic,  where  Nature  stored  and  set  apart 

Each  generation's  finest  residue, 

Waiting  for  the  hour  of  perfect  mixture — ■ 

And  then  the  Miracle! 


Anonymous 1 


Lincoln 


"Lincoln,  when  men  would  name 
a  man  — " 


LINCOLN 

Authorship  Unknown 


Lincoln!    When  men  would  name 
.    a  man, 

Just,    unperturbed,  magnani- 
mous, 

Tried  in  the  lowest  seat  of  all, 
Tried  in  the  chief  seat  of  the 
house — 

Lincoln!    When  men  would  name 
a  man 

Who  wrought  the  great  work  of 
his  age, 

Who  fought  and  fought  the  no- 
blest fight, 
And  marshaled,  it  from  stage  to 
stage, 

Victorious,  out  of  dusk  and  dark, 
i    And  into  dawn  and  on  till  day, 
;  Most   humble   when  the  paeans 
rang, 

Least  rigid  when  the  enemy  lay 
Prostrated  for  his  feet  to  tread— 
This  name  of  Lincoln  will  they 
name, 

A  name  revered,  a  name  of  scorn. 
Of  scorn  to  sundry,  not  to  fame. 
Lincoln,  the  man  who  freed  the 
slave; 

Lincoln  .  whom   never   self  en- 
ticed; 

Slain  Lincoln,  worthy  found  to  die 
A  soldier  of  his  Captain,  Christ. 


Anonymous 


Lincoln 


"LINCOLN,  when  men  would  name  a  man" 


FromMacMillan  Magazine,  England 


LINCOLN 


LINCOLN!    When  men  would  name  a  man 
Just,  unperturbed,  magnanimous, 

Tried  in  the  lowest  seat  of  all, 

Tried  in  the  chief  seat  of  the  house — 

Lincoln!  When  men  would  name  a  man 
Who  wrought  the  great  work  of  his  age, 

Who  fought  and  fought  the  noblest  fight, 
And  marshalled  it  from  stage  to  stage. 


Victorious,  out  of  dusk  and  dark, 
And  into  dawn  and  on  till  day, 

Most  humble  when  the  paeans  rang, 
Least  rigid  when  the  enemy  lay. 

Prostrated  for  his  feet  to  tread — 

This  name  of  Lincoln  will  they  name, 

A  name  revered,  a  name  of  scorn, 
Of  scorn  to  sundry,  not  to  fame. 


Lincoln,  the  man  who  freed  the  slave; 

Lincoln  whom  never  self  enticed; 
Slain  Lincoln,  worthy  found  to  die 

A  soldier  of  his  captain  Christ. 

— From  MacMillan's  Magazine,  England. 


Anonymous 


Few 

more  diseriniiimting  pottrai tliS&S  have  boon  drawn 
of  President  Lincoln  than  ffiajt  presented  in  the 
following  terse  and  pathetic  1..'om: 

Nor  in  your  prayer*  forget  the  martyrofi'Ohief, 
J^tillen  for  the  gospel  of  your  on'n  belief, 
Who,  ere  ho  ni.'Uiited  to  the  peonle's  throne. 
Asked  for  your  prayers  and  joined  in  them  isis  own. 
I  knew  the  man.    I  see  hi  in,  as  he  stands 
With  gifts  of  mercy  in  his  outstretched  ha;  ds  j 
A  kindly  light  within  his  (rentle  eyes. 
Sad  as  the  toil  in  which  his  lieart  grew  wise; 
His  lips  half  part  ed  with  the  constant  smile 
That  kindled  truth,  but  foiled  the  deepest  guile; 
His  head  bent  forward,  and  his  willing  ear 
•    Divinely  patient,  right  and  wrong  to  hear; 
Groat  in  his  Kooduess,  humble  in  his  state, 
Firm  in  his  purpose,  yet  not  passionate, 
He  led  his  people  with  a  tender  hand, 
And  won  by  love  a  sway  beyond  command. 
Summoned  by  lot  to  mitigate  a  time 
Frenzied  with  rage,  unscrupulous  with  crime, 
He  bore  his  mission  with  so  meek  a  heart 
'J'hatHt  aven  itself  took  up  his  people's  part; 
And  when  he  faltered,  helped  him  ere  bo  fell. 
Eking  his  eifortB  out  by  miracle. 
No  king  this  man,  by  grace  of  God's  intent; 
No,  something  better,  freemen — President  I 
A  nature  modeled  on  a  higher  plan, 
Lord  of  himself,  an  inborn  gentleman. 


Anonymous 


"Nor  in  your  prayers  forget 
martyred  Chief" 


the 


Anonymous  LINCOLN  "Rough-hewn  as  those  great  logs 

that  roofed  his  birth" 
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LINCOLN 
Rough-hewn   as  those  great  logsi 

that  rooted  his  birth; 
Human   as   humble   folk    touched  I 

with  the  soil  he  trod; 
He  reached  for  stars  and  placed  I 

them  in  the  flag; 
Laughed  with  men  —  looked  in  the 
face  of  God. 

(Copyright,  1939,  -Esquire  Features,  Inc.) 


Anon 


LIECOLIT 


"There  stands  no  figure  in  the  world  Of  his  heroic 
mold" 


i 


LINCOLN. 

.  There  stands  no  figure  in  the 
j    Of  his  heroic  mold; 
I  A  greater  love  for  human  weal 
Than  his  has  ne'er  been  told; 
Nor  thirst  for  human  liberty 

As  eager  as  his  own; 
He  o'er-stops  in  this  age  of  ours 
Each  king  upon  his  throne. 

The  ruler  of  the  greatest  state 

The  world  Jbas  ever  seen, 
No  autocratic  love  of  power 

In  him  was  ever  keen, 
But  strong  upholding  of  the  rights 

Of  poor  and  lowly  ones, 
His  life's  desire,  his  country's  pride, 

The  freedom  of  her  sons. 

His  were  true  government  ideals, 

"With  equal  rights  for  all, 
A  patriotism  none  could  daunt, 

Nor  selfish  interests  pall. 
And  we  must  guard  the  legacy 

He  left  us  in  its  worth, 
Liest  government  by  public  will 

May  perish  from  the  earth. 


world  ^ 


Anon 


LI1700L1T 


"Among  the  great  ones  of  the  earth" 


LINCOLN. 

Among  the  great  ones  of  the  earth 

Of  those  whom  fame's  trump  sings, 
He  stands  the  foremost  in  the  rank?*, 

Ay,  greater  far  than  kings; 
For  in  his  strong  and  rugged  mind 

The  world  was  made  to  see 
The    force    which    upheld  human 
rights — 

The  soul  of  liberty. 

•self-made,  self-taught,  in  this  great 
soul 

The  nation's  genius  wrought 
a  model  for  the  world  to  use, 

With  best  ideals  fraught; 
His  whole  life  was  the  human  cry, 

No  force  of  power  could  ban, 
j  The  triumph  of  the  right  o'er  might — 

The  measure  of  a  man. 

No  Caesar  nor  Napoleon  he, 

With  victory's  laurels  crowned, 
No  Alexander,  for  a  great 

World  conquest  to  resound. 
A  larger  and  a  finer  fame 

Is  his,  while  life  shall  be, 
That  from  the  cause  of  slavery 

He  set  his  country  free. 


Anon.  LINCOLN  "The  simplest  words  were  his 

his  sppech" 


Lincoln. 

The  simplest  words  were  his;  his  speech 
Was  never  set  in  flowery  guise — 
His  words  were  as  the  children's  are — 

Yet  he  the  polished  sage  could  teacth 
And  was  himself  too  great  by  far 
For  words  to  analyze. 


Anon  (W.  H.  ) 


LINCOLN         "Though  he  lies  lowly  now 


Though  he  lies  lowly  now, 

Unrobed  and  discrowned, 
Laying  his  lofty  brow 

Pale  on  the  ground — 
What  though  his  voice  be 

Now  void  of  command  : 
"What  though  the  sword  be 

Now  struck  from  his  hand  : 
Shall  we  not  honor  him  ? 
Can  we  ever  forget  him  ? 
No  I  cling  we  the  closer, 
And  love  him  the  better ! 

Where  he  lies  dumbly, 

Gather  we  humbly, 
Weeping  and  say 
"  Oft  we  belied  thee — 
In  ignorance  we  tried  thee ; 
Had  we  but  known  thee, 
We  would  always  have  lov'd  thee ; 
Powerless  and  lonely — «• 
Could'st  thou  speak — whisper  only, 

Our  hearts  would  obey  !  " 

When  the  storm  hovered, 

Frowning  and  dark: 
And  Treason's  waves  covered 

The  walls  of  our  ark, 
And  Hope's  sweetest  dove 

Brought  scarcely  one  leaf ; 
Traitors  deceived  thee, 

False  hearts  surrounded — 
Feeble  hearts  left  thee, 

Cruel  hands  wounded ! 
All  this  we  remember, 

Which  adds  to  our  grief! 
'  Oh!  LINCOLN!  our  love  for  thee, 

Grows  with  our  grief! 

By  the  dews  of  the  morning, 

Holy  and  soft— 
By  the  words  of  thy  wisdom, 

Uttered  so  oft— 
By  the  accents  of  sorrow 

Which  from  our  hearts  rise, 
To  God's  throne  upsoaring, 

Pierce  the  blue  skies — 
On  Fheedom's  blest  altar, 

Without  guile  or  arts, 
We  declare  to  each  other, 

LINCOLN  lives  in  our  hearts ! 

New  York,  April  20th,  1365.        W.  H. 


inonytnous 


LII\  COXiN 


"  .e're  very  little  soldiers/ 


Lincoln 

(Flag  Song  for  Little  Boys) 

We're  very  little  soldiers, 

Yet  every  little  man 
Will  wave  his  flag  for  Lincoln, 

As  proudly  as  he  can. 

We're  very  little  soldiers, 

Yet  every  little  man 
Will  give  three  cheers  for  Lincoln, 

As  loudly  as  he  can. 

We're  very  little  soldiers, 

Yet  every  little  man 
Will  grow  to  be  like  Lincoln, 

As  quickly  as  he  can. 

— Primary  Education. 


An  Editor 


"Why  should  we  mourn  conscripted  friends, 


AN  Editor,  announcing  that  he  had  been 
drafted,  discoursed  as  follows: 

"  "Why  should  we  mourn  conscripted  friends, 
Or  shake  at  draft's  alarms  ? 
i    'Tis  but  the  voice  that  Abr'am  sends 
^       To  make  us  shoulder  arms." 


Punch  and  Abraham  Lincoln 

To  The  Christian_Scjeiwf.  Monitor:  jQ q-^\jLj*%2# 

I  read  with  much  interest  the  article  in  theMonilor?Sfe 
January  18  quoting  Stanley  Baldwin's  remarks  on  thf 
attitude  of  the  Spectator  during  the  Civil  War  and  hlk 
tribute  to  the  amends  it  made  for  its  earlier  misjudg- 
ment  of  Lincoln. 

An  even  more  dramatic  reversal  of  judgment  is  to  be 
found  in  the  pages  of  Punch. 

All  through  the  war  its  cartoons  and  comments  had 
been  most  cruel  in  their  mischaracterization  of  Lincoln. 
But  even  now,  over  sixty  years  after,  one  cannot  but  be 
thrilled  a.t  the  thought  of  the  moral  courage  that  dictated 
the  noble  apology  that  appeared  in  its  pages  soon  after1 
the  assassination,  in  the  form  of  a  poem  entitled 
"Abraham  Lincoln."  , 

To  those  who  have  not  read  it  a  few  of  the  opening 
stanzas  may  be  of  interest: 

You.  lay  a  wreath  on  murdered  Lincoln's  bier, 

You,  who,  with  mocking  pencil,  wont  to  trace, 
Broad  for  the  self-complaisant  British  sneer, 

His  length  of  shambling  limb,  his  furrowed  face, 

His  gaunt,  gnarled  hands,  his  unkempt,  bristling  hair, 

His  garb  uncouth,  his  bearing  ill  at  ease, 
His  lack  of  all  we  prize  as  debonair, 

Of  power  or  will  to  shine,  of  art  to  please; 

You,  whose  smart  pen  backed  up  the  pencil's  laugh. 

Judging  each  step,  as  though  the  way  were  plain; 
Reckless,  so  it  could  point  its  paragraph 
Of  chief's  perplexity,  or  people's  pain, — 

Beside  this  corpse,  that  bears  for  winding-sheet 
The  Stars  and  Stripes  he  lived  to  rear  anew, 
Between  the  mourners  at  his  head  and  feet, 
Say,  scurrile  jester,  is  there  room  for  your 

Yes,  he  had  lived  to  shame  me  from  my  sneer, 

To  lame  my  pencil,  and  confute  my  pen; 
To  make  me  own  this  hind  of  Princes  peer, 
This  rail-splitter  a  true-born  king  of  men. 

My  shallow  judgment  I  had  learned  to  rue, 
Noting  how  to  occasion's  height  he  rose, 
How  his  quaint  wit  made  home-truth  seem  more  true, 
How,  iron-like,  his  temper  grew  by  blows; 

How  humble,  yet  how  hopeful,  he  could  be ; 

How,  in  good  fortune  and  in  ill,  the  same.; 
Nor  hitter  in  success,  nor  boastful  lie, 
Thirsty  for  gold,  nor  feverish  for  fame. 
Kirkwood,  Mo.  Gerry  H.  Barnes. 


Anonymous 


LINCOLN  ANNIVERSARY  POEM 


"Planets  hnve  their 'lbless-ed 
Saviors , 
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LilflCOlilSl  fl^Hl^Et^SRHV  POEM. 


The  following  Poem  was  written  especially  for  the  Lincoln  i 
irthday  Celebration,  and  was  delivered  by  its  Author  at  an  / 
ntertainment  given  in  honor  of  the  occasion  at  the  First  Uni-/ ^ 
rian  Church,  San  Francisco,  on  the  evening  of  February  12th, 
!S4. 
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lanets  have  their  bless-ed  Saviors, 

And  in  records  most  sublime 
Martyrs  leave  their  deathless  footprints 

On  the  warring  shores  of  Time — 
Ages  have  their  great  Reformers, 
Each  demand  its  own  supply, 
Suns  their  golden  hour  of  setting, 

Flowers  their  time  to  bloom  and  die, 
And  the  Prophet  finds  his  mission,  as  the 
eagle  finds  the  sky. 

Freedom  has  her  sainted  heroes, 

Moving  by  a  mystic  law, 
Working  out  her  knotty  problems 

By  the  lurid  glare  of  war — 
Evil  brings  its  own  rebellion,  ' 

Mercy  balm  to  heal  the  wound, 
And  the  toiling  Sons  of  Sorrow, 

Who  were  weary,  sore  and  bound, 
In  our  own  illustrious  Lincoln  their 
Emancipator  found. 


BUGLE  PEALS. 


Called,  elected,  duly  chosen, 
Was  the  Hero  of  the  Time, 


Making  war  with  heavenly  weapons 
On  the  evils  of  his  cliui'e— 


Bold  in  action,  but  as  tender 

As  a  lamb  within  its  fold, 
With  the  Fortunes  of  a  Nation 

Grasped  within  his  mighty  hold, 
And  a  spirit  towering  upward  that  could 
not  be  bought  nor  sold. 

Glorious  Lincoln!  Bless-ed  Martyr! 


"/  Heavenly  center  of  our  love! 

With  thy  blind  and  willful  people 

How  thy  faithful  spirit  strove! 
With  thy  friends  and  foes  around  thee, 

In  that  hurricane  of  strife, 
Calm,  determined,  firm  they  found  thee, 

With  the  deeds  of  mercy  rife, 
While  a  bright,  celestial  halo  crowned  and 
glorified  thy  life! 

War  was  raging,  men  were  dying, 
5  Hope  was  waning  by  the  strand, 

Maidens  weeping,  mothers  sighing 

O'er  the  loved  ones  of  their  band — 
But  our  heroes  were  brave- hearted, 

And  right  loyally  were  manned, 
Like  the  heroes  of  old  Homer 

In  their  vigor  did  they  stand, 
As  they  fought  the  mighty  battles  that  were 
sweeping  through  the  land. 
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And  our  Lincoln  stood  unflinching 

As  the  war-tide  ebbed  and  flowed — 
Like  a  calm  and  loving  monarch 

In  his  majesty  he  showed 
How  a  Ruler  of  his  people, 

How  a  servant  of  his  Lord, 
Could  be  still  a  faithful  brother 

To  the  tillers  of  the  sod, 
As  he  stood  there  in  his  grandeur  'neath  the 
chastening  of  the  rod. 

Like  a  pine  upon  the  mountain, 

Like  an  oak  upon  the  plain, 
That  withstood  the  raging  fury 

Of  the  thunder-storm  and  rain, 
That  had  stood  for  many  winters, 

That  the  angry  hurricane 
'Could  not  vanquish  with  the  ruin 

It  had  scattered  o'er  the  plain, 
So  he  stood  amid  the  battles  of  that  dark  and 
Stormy  Reign. 

Heaven-elected,  God-appointed, 

Was  this  Ruler  of  the  Strife, 
Called,  commissioned  and  anointed 

With  the  holy  balm  of  life — 
O,  he  stood  there  in  his  glory 

While  the  nations  gave  him  praise, 
And  the  grand,  heroic  story 

Shone  with  laurel-wreaths  and  bays, 
.  As  they  crowned  the  Loving  Martyr  of  those 
dark,  rebellious  days! 
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So  they  crowned  him  with  their  laurel 

As  they  mourned  him  with  their  tears; 
And  the  records  are  engraven 

On  the  Everlasting  Years— 
With  their  shadows  still  upon  us, 

We  can  nevermore  forget 
That  supreme  and  fatal  moment 

When  pur  Star  of  Glory  set,; 
When  the' stealthy  Romish  traitor  his 
illustrious  victim  met. 

But  he  lives  in  Realms  Eternal, 

And  his  spirit  still  is  here; 
O,  I  feel  its  charm  upon  me, 

And  it  casteth  out  all  fear- 
Sweet  Liberty,  it  dieth  never, 

Though  its  wily  foes  are  near; 
It  shall  hold  the  land  forever, 

It  shall  wipe  away  each  tear, 
For  the  heavenly  revelatim.  and  the  sign  ts 
almost  here. 


Though  its  foes  may  slay  its  heroes, 
.  ,  Yet  the  leaven  is  alive, 

I  1  And  the  more  they  seek  its  ruin, 

All  the  more  it  shall  survive— 
They  may  bring  their  deadly  weapons,. 

They  may  plot,  and  they  may  plan, 
Yet  they  cannot  in  their  malice 

Crush  the  Loyalty  of  Man  ; 
As  the  God  of  Freedom  liveth,  they  shall 
j£  fall  beneath  His  ban 


i 


Anon       THE  LINCOLN  CUNT       "Not  upon  the  eagle  golden  Will  we  behold  his  face, 


THE  LINCOLN  CENT. 

"Not  upon  the  eagle  golden 
Will  we  behold  his  face, 
Nor  yet  on  gleaming  silver 
The  honest  features  trace ; 
But  to  the  lowly  copper, 
The  common  coin,  instead, 
Has  fallen  the  distinction 
Of  bearing  Lincoln's  head. 

The  Millionaire  will  seldom 
Those  noble  outlines  grasp, 
But  childhood's  chubby  fingers 
The  image  oft  will  clasp. 
The  poor  man  will  esteem  it, 
And  mothers  hold  it  dear, 
The  plain  and  common  people 
He  loved  when  he  was  here." 


to  t>$2  ^ 


Personally,  I  agree  with  Mr.  William  H.  Sternberg, 
who  informs  me  that: 

"In  the  December,  1937 ,  issue  of  the  Seraph ook, 
in  the  first  column  of  page  2?y,  there  appeared 
the  following  news  item:  - 

'The  International  Benjamin  Frenklin  Society  and 
the  Lincoln  Fellowship  of  New  York  are  sponsoring 
a  move  to  place  Lincoln  on  the  5 -cent  pieces  and 
Franklin  on  the  cent  piece.' 

Personally  I  am  opposed  to  the  change  advocated 
in  the  above  quoted  news  item  end  more  specifically 
will  the  reason  for  this  attitude  be  found  in  the 
following  poem: 

THE  LINCOLN  CENT 

Not  on  the  eagle  golden 
Will  we  behold  his  face, 
Nor  yet  on  gl earning  silver 
The  honored  features  trace; 
But  to  the  common  copper, 
The  lowly  coin,  instead, 
Has  fallen  the  distinction 
Of  bearing  Lincoln's  heed. 
The  millionaire  may  seldom 
Those  noble  features  grasp, 
But  childhood's  chubby  fingers 
The  imagine  oft  will  clasp. 
The  poo r  ma. n  wi  11  este em  i t , 
7.nd  mothers  will  hold  it  dear-- 
rhe  plain  and  common  people 
He  loved  when  he  wae  here." 


Guy  J.  Gilbert,  Dist.  Agent 

The  Lincoln  Nat' 1.  Life  Ins.  Co. 


THE  ABRAHAM  LINCOLN  FELLOWSHIP  c 

Present  We  Saw  '  He"d  "  M"  '  °r  X"e"'  LI"C°l"  FRANCIS  D.  Blakeslee,  D.  C 

WM.  H.  Wharff  Los  Angeles,  California 

BERKELEY.  CALIFORNIA  ADDRESS  ALL  CORRESPONDENCE  TO  EXECUTIVE  SECRETARY  Middle  West  Vice  President 

Vice  President  ARTHUR  HARRIS  SMYTHE  ISAAC  R.  DlLLEN 

OVID  EDOUARD  PETTIS  NATIONAL  HEADQUARTERS  SPRINGFIELD,  ILL. 

Oakland.  California 

OA  1334  Spruce  Street 


Berkeley.  Calif... 


THE  LINCOLN  CLNT 


Not  on  the  eagle  golden 

Will  we  behold  his  face, 
Nor  yet  on  gleaming  silver 

The  honest  features  trace; 
But  to  the  lowly  copper, 

The  common  coin,  instead, 
Has  fallen  the  distinction 

Of  bearing  Lincoln1 s  head. 

The  millionaire  will  seldom 

Those  noble  outlines  ^rasp, 
But  childhood's  chubb;  fingers 

The  image  oft  will  clasp 5 
The  poor  man  rill  esteem  it, 

And  mothers  uold  it  dear, 
The  plain  and  common  peoole 

He  loved  when  he  was  here. 
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lot  Da  ths  c&i-.lo  :x>lu*-i 

SJill  «£»  i^o'.i-olu  liis  face, 
Nor  yet  on  g£l4*tiag  silver 

iio:-.Ji*-i  -race; 

The  lowly  i^»toad 

I-Jfci  fallen  the  dti*iaa.«*i*» 

Of  tearing  Lincoln 'b  head. 


" "  ■ .   rail  li  0) « B  i  ro  sb|3?  3olth- " 
TS»'*3  uoblo  outline fl 

but  ciiiltihood's  ohunby  ffxagpri 
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Anonymous 


LINCOLiNI  COMES  hj^E 


"Oh! 


my  tall,  my  homely  friaild" 


A  LINE  0'  TYPE  OR  TWO 

Hew  to  the  Line,  let  the 
quips  fall  where  they  may. 


LINCOLN  COMES  HOME. 

Lincoln's  funeral  train  arrived  at  Springfield,  III. 
at  9  a.  m,  on  May  3,  1865.) 
Oh !  my  tall,  my  homely  friend, 
Your  eyes  no  longer  smile. 
Lo!  you  have  trod  the  winepress 
That  last  lonely  mile. 

A  mask  is  on  your  kindly  face 
And  on  your  cheek  the  mole, 
While  underneath  the  matted  hair 
That  cruel  bullet  hole; 

Crape  is  on  the  White  House  door, 
A  weight  upon  each  rafter, 
And  bloodless  are  the  loving  lips 
So  bereft  of  laughter; 

And  black  is  on  a  woman's  gown, 

But  blacker  still,  a  hearse; 

The  Lord  is  speaking  to  the  land 

In  chapter  and  in  verse  .  .  ,.. 

- 

Ah!  my  never  forgotten  friend, 
With  neither  guilt  nor  guile, 
You  open  not  your  ^es  to  see 
The  people  mile  on  mile; 

The  Iron  Horse  that  you  foresaw, 
Galloping  plain  and  hill, 
Brings  you  home  to  Illinois — 
So  spent  are  you  and  still. 

Now  kneeling  in  the  morning  rain 
Are  Negro  men  and  white; 
The  headlight  of  the  coming  train 
Becomes  for  both  a  light. 


Poem        Lincoln  Slain 

Anonymous 


"  In  the  Moment  of  his  glory,  treason 
strikes  the  leader  down" 


LINCOLN  SLAIN 


X  N  the  moment  of  his  glory, 

Treason  strikes  the  leader  down; 
And  a  wail  of  lamentation 
Sweeps  across  the  mourning  nation,  ■ 
Road  to  road  and  town  to  town. 


In  the  grief  from  shore  to  shore. 


Anonymous 


Lincoln,  Then  and  Now 


"Tall,  swart,  ungainly,  gaunt 
he  stood  "before  us" 


Lincoln  Then  and  Now. 
Tall,  swart,  ungainly,  gaunt,  he  stood  be- 
fore us, 

Chaffed  by  the  mob  for  his  unslghtli- 
ness. 

Now  like  a  very  god  he  towers  o'er  us, 
Beloved  for  his  tender  knlghtlineas. 

laughing-stock  his  figure    when  we 
knew  him, 
A  shrine  for  all  that's  best  In  us  since 
then. 

Revering  e'en  the  blessed  soil  that  grew 
him— 

A  model  he  for  all  his  fellow  men. 
—Baltimore  American. 


Poem  Lincoln  Triumphant 

Anonymous 


But  Lincoln  is  not  dead, 
live  s" 


LINCOLN 
TRIUMPHANT 


B 


UT  Lincoln  is  not  dead:  he  lives 
In  all  that  pities  and  forgives. 
He  has  arisen,  and  sheds  a  fire 
That  makes  America  aspire. 

Even  now,  as  when  in  life  he  led, 
He  leads  us  onward  from  the  dead: 
Yes,  over  the  whole  wide  world  he  bends 
To  make  the  world  a  world  of  friends! 

He  now  is  with  the  ages,  he 
Is  one  with  continent  and  sea. 


Illustrations  for  Christian  Herald 
By  Lewis  C.  Daniel 


Anon 


THE  LOST  CHIEF 


"He  filled  the  nati  on's  eye  and  hear" 


£    Tho  joy  of  our  heart  Las  ceased;  our  dance  has; 


■  >  turned  into  mourning 

J  31  *s  ss  ss 


THE  INT  CHIEF. 


He  tile*  the  HHta'i  eye  and  tear', 
AB  homered,  love*,  familiar  same; 
S*  m«k  a  brother,  tkat  his  fane 

g«emed  or  »*r  lives  a  eemmea  part. 

His  towering  f  gmre,  sharp  as*  spare, 
Was  with  eoeh  nervous  tension  strung, 
&s  if  oa  each  strained  sinew  swang 

The  burdea  of  a  people's  oare. 

His  changing  face  what  pea  can  draw— 
Pathetio,  kindly,  droll,  or  stern? 
And  with  a  glanae  so  qalek  to  learn 

The  inmost  truth  of  all  ho  saw. 

Pride  fouBd  no  idle  space  to  spawn 
Her  fancies  In  his  busy  mind ;  . 
His  worth— like  health  er  air— oeuld  and 

No  just  appraisal  till  withdrawn. 

Ho  was  his  Country's— not  his  own! 

He  had  no  wish  but  for  her  weal ; 

Nor  for  himself  oould  think  or  feel 
But  as  a  laborer  for  her  throne. 

Her  flag  upon  the  heights  of  power, 
Stainless  and  unassalled  to  place- 
To  this  one  end  his  tannest  face 

Was  bent  through  every  burdened  hour. 
*  »  • 

The  veil  that  hides  from  our  dull  eyes 
A  hero's  worth,  Death  only  lifts; 
While  he  Is  with  us,  all  his  gifts 

Find  hosts  to  question,  few  to  prise. 

But  dose  the  battle— won  the  strife, 
When  toiohes  light  his  Taulted  tomb, 
Broad  g*ms  flash  out  and  crowns  illume 

The  olay-cold  brows  undeeked  in  life. 

And  mea  of  whom  the  world  will  talk 
For  ages  hence,  may  noteless  move; 
and  oaly,  as  they  quit  us,  prove 

The ;  gunt  souls  have  shared  our  walk ; 

Fcr  Heaven— *\?  are  what  follies  lark 
1b  i  ar  wesk  hearts— their  aaUslon  d'ne, 
ertitcb.es  her.iovcd  osrs  from  the>  sua 

is  iti*  game  hour  to  a*  crowns  their  work. 

Oj  i.-.ed  atd  lost!   Thy  paieni  toil 
Had  robed  cur  cause  in  Victory's  HgJU; 
Our  Country  stooo,  reteraed  and  bright 

Wlih       fe  slave  on  all  her  soti, 

ti  s&fn  o'er  Scuth»rn  towns  and  towers 

The  eagles  ef  oar  nation  flew; 

&  hi:  as  the  weeks  to  summer  grew 
Eaci-  rfsy  a  sew  success  was  ours. 

Mid  ;  eal  of  bells  ano  o  action  bark, 

Di  sboutins  sr.  eets  wish  flags  abiooja, 
Sped  tbo  shr.li  ano*  of  thy  doom, 
And  in  an  isstanf,  all  was  dssh! 


Thick  clouds  around  us  stem  to  prets ; 
The  heart  throbs  quickly— then  Is  still ; 
Father,  'tis  hard  to  say,  "Thy  will  . 
Be  dene !"  In  saoh  an  hour  as  this. 

A  martyr  to  the  oau3e  of  man, 
His  blood  is  freedom's  euoharist, 
And  In  tho  world's  great  hero- list 
His  name  shall  lead  the  van! 

Yea !  raised  on  faith's  white  wings,  cnfnrlsd 

In  heaven's  pure  light,  oi  him  we  say : 
'  'He  fell  on  the  self- same  day 
A  Gbbatbb  wbd  to  bavb  thb  wobld,  ' ' 
j  —New  York  Herald, 


■Anonymous 

By  a  daughter  of  Georgia 


McClellan's  Soliloquy 


"Advance,  or  not  advance,  that  is 
the  Question  I" 


McCLELLAN'S  SOLILOQUY. 


BY  A  DAUGHTER  OF  GEOltGIA. 


Ad  vance,  or  not  advance ;  that  is  the  question  ! 

Whether  'tis  better  in  the  mind  to  suffer 

The  jeers  andhowlings  of  outrageous  Congressmen, 

Or  to  take  arms  against  a  host  of  rebels, 

And,  by  opposing,  beat  them  ?  —  To  fight  —  to  win  — 

No  more ;  and  by  a  victory,  to  say  we  end 

This  war,  and  all  the  thousand  dreadful  shocks 

The  flesh's  exposed  to  —  'tis  a  consummation 

Devoutly  to  be  wished.    To  fight,  to  win, 

To  beat!  perchance  be  beaten;  —  a}',  there's  the  rub; 

After  a  great  defeat,  what  would  ensue  ! 

When  we  have  shuffled  off  the  battle-field, 

Must  give  us  pause ;  there's  the  respect 

That  makes  calamity  a  great  defeat. 

But  shall  I  bear  the  scorn  of  all  the  North, 

The  "  outward"  pressure,  and  Old  Abe's  reviling, 

The  pangs  of  being  scoffed  at  for  this  long  delay, 

The  turning  out  of  office  (ay,  perchance, 

When  I  myself  might  now  my  greatness  make 

With  a  great  battle)  ?    I'd  not  longer  bear 

To  diill  and  practise  troops  behind  intrenchrr.fnts, 

But  that  the  fear  of  meeting  with  the  foe 

On  dread  Manassas,  from  whose  plains 

Few  of  us  would  return  —  puzzles  my  will, 

And  makes  me  rather  bear  the  evils  I  have, 

Than  fly  to  others  which  are  greater  far. 

These  Southerners  make  cowards  of  us  aJJ. 


Immortal  Lincoln  for  his  strength  above" 
THE  MARTYR  PRESIDENT 


THE  MARTYR  PRESIDENT 


BORN 
February  12,  1809 


DIED 
o4pril  15,  1865 


"The  Pathos 
of  the 
Gaunt 
and 
Towering 
Frame." 


Immortal  Lincoln  !    For  his  strength  above 

The  nai ion's  needs,  be  his  the  nation's  praise- 
But  yet  it  is  his  weaker  side  we  love, 

His  sweet  humanity  and  simple  ways- 
And  though  that  strength  of  soul  and  ner've  and  mind 

A  nation  saved  and  calmed  a  nation's  fears 
In  his  great  heart  and  tender  eyes  we  find 

The  charm  that  yet  brings  forth  a  nation's  tears 


Anon         OH,  FOR  A  SON  OF  LINCOLN'S  WONDROUS  MIGHT J 


Oh,  for  a  son  of  Lincoln's 
might , " 


^  .   i  »  ■ 

I  OH,   FOR  A  SON   OF  LINCOLN'S 
WONDROUS  MIGHT! 

[New  York  Herald.]. 
Oh,    for    a   son    of   Lincoln's  wondrous 
might 

To  urge  preparedness  upon  land  and 
sea, 

On  Eastern  shore,  from  Maine  down  to 
the  Key- 
On  Western  shore,  where  dies  the  day's 
last  light. 

Oh,  for  a  son  of  Lincoln's  quick,  strong 
.sight, 

Who'll  ken  the  way  to  keep  our  nation  | 
free 

L'pon  its  path  of  peace  and  liberty, 
And  save  our  homes  from  war's  begotten 
blight. 

Oh,  for  a  son  whose  words  with  wisdom 
shine, 

Inspired  iby  love  to  lead  our  mighty  land 
And    stir    the    sluggish    blood    of  men 
supine —  i 
A  son  who  can  command,  and,  in  . com- 
mand, 

Arouse  our  will,  conferred  by  Gpd  divine, 
i  Our  star-lit  flag  and  dormant  heart  and 
hand.   -   a. 


Anon.  OLD  ABE  "Now  Aoe  don't  let  us  fall" 


RARE  LINCOLN  SHEET  MUSIC 

An  Instance  where  the  name  of  "Old  Abe"  was  borrowed  to  sponsor  a 
brand  of  chewing  and  smoking  tobacco. 


now  Abe,  don't  let  us  fail 
To  meet  the  other  parties  all,  and 

beat  them  with  a  rail!" 
November  came,  the  rogues  turned 

out,  and  yet,  'twas  not  allow'd 
The  Abe  should  should  come,  least 

Abram's  face,  should  fright  away 

the  crowd! 

So  Abram  at  his  Springfield  home, 

staid  waiting  for  the  news, 
The  while,   his   party  licked  their 

chops,  at  smell  of  public  stew;. 
Soon   hordes   of   every   grade  and 

shape,  high,  low,  and  ragged  feller ! 
Came  for  each  place,  from  chairs  of 

state,  to  toting  Abe's  umbreller! 
So  Abram,  left,  and  foolish  speech, 

and  maudlin  kiss  and  shout 
Of  flattering  rabble,  well  composed, 

the  triumph  of  his  route. 

At  length,  a  man  full  hard  he  ran — 

"A  plot,  a  plot!"  did  yell, 
Then  quick  beneath  each  seat  they 

sought  infernal  bursting  shell; 
Then  man,  they  tried  (and  forth  he 

lie'd)  "The  special  train,"  he  said, 
"Will  be  upset,  and  if  Abe  'scapes, 

arm'd  men  will  shoot  him  dead!" 


Abe's  friends  a  counter  plot  did  hatch, 
'twas,  "Run  Abe  Lincoln  straight — 

For  running  was  a  stratagem,  of 
Bonaparte  the  Great!" 

Away  went  Abe,  neck  or  naught,  all 

in  the  midnight  dark. 
Away  went  Abram,  fast  he  flew!  no 

judge  that  time  could  mark 
And  dreading  still,  Grimalkin's  corpse, 

or  brick  bats  envious  blow, 
At  dead  of  night,  he  slyly  passed  thro' 

dreadful  Baltimo'! 
So  Abe  stole  into  Washington  (alas 

the  woeful  day) 
And  fondly  thought,  poor  foolish  Abe! 

"Well  four  years  here  I'll  stay!" 

Abe's  human  hopes  are  sandy  ropes; 

to  my  advice  give  heed! 
And  dearly  prize  those  lengthy  limbs, 

which  give  you  wondrous  speed! 
Repent  and  change!  or  as  you  came, 

soon  darkly  back  you'll  run; 
Abe!  day  and  night,  with  all  your 

might,  you'll  run  from  sun  to  sun! 
Then  let  us  say,  make  haste  the  day! 

and  Abram,  make  haste  he! 
And  when  old  Abe,  shall  run  thf+ 

race,  may  I  be  there  to  see! 
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anonymous 


The  Old  Bell 


"Holy  bell  as  ever  hung 


ii 
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HoC  bell  as  ever  hung  ! 

Now-  again  we  turn  to  thee; 
Sing  the  song  which  erst  thou  sung 

To  our  country's  infancy  ! 

Dumb  no  longer  mayst  thou  stand  : 
Now  anew  the  strain  begin, 

Liberty  throughout  the  land. 
And  to  all  who  dwell  Vierein  I 

Now  at  length  the  meltei's  heat 

Shall  thy  harmony  restore, 
While  our  hearts  responsive  beat, 
i     Not  with  doubtings  as  of  yore. 


Doubt  and  discord  brooding  then. 
Well  thy  fortune  did  rel-'e, 

Eloquently  mute  to  men 
Heedless  of  their  high  estate.  • 

Now  the  monsters,  with  their  fry, 
Caste,  and  truculence,  and  greed. 

In  the  naming  furnace  die. 
And  the  land  afresh/ is  freed. 

Broken  bell !  in  sympathy 

With  our  crisis  and  our  cure, 
i)  nee  for  all  do  thou  agree 


("lender  binning  to  endure  ! 

,  f^ver  toll  tbr  >erd.ict  grand 
O'er  our  Ird/a-Av  ,dedsin. 
Freedom  throughotr-^.^./^g  ;a„(f; 
And  to  all  w'n  dwell  therein  .' 


THE  OLD  BELL. 


-Anon.  ON  ROCK  SPRING  FARM  Discouraging'  the  neighbors 

Called  the  soil 


ON  ROCK  SPRING  FARM 

,    (Lincoln's  birthplace) 
"  Discouraging  "  the  neighbors  called  the  soil 

Where  he  was  born ;  the  barren,  stony  ground 
Asked  hard  and  heavy  toll  in  sun-long  toil, 

And  meager  crops  were  all  the  harvest  found. 
And  yet  the  rocks  beneath  one  little  hill 

Arched  like  a  roof  above  a  limpid  spring 
To  form  a  hidden  cloister,  cool  and  still, 

In  compensation  softly  comforting. 
For  here  his  mother  came,  babe  at  her  breast, 

And  in  the  plaintive  water's  quiet  spell 
She  somehow  found  her  tribulation  blest 
And  «knew  in  God's  good  time  all  would  be  well, 
As  from  the  dear,  unchanging,  rippling  rill 
There  came  an  ancient  message :  "  Peace,  be  still !  " 

Quizzicuss 


Anon 


ON  ROCK  SPRING  FARM       B»  Disc  our  aging*  the  neighbors  called  the  soil" 


.t. 


"  Discouraging  "  the  neighbors  called  the  soil 

Where  he  was  born;  the  barren,  stony  ground 
Asked  hard  and  heavy  toll  in  sun-long  toil, 

And  meager  crops  were  all  the  harvest  found. 
And  yet  the  rocks  beneath  one  little  hill 

Arched  like  a  roof  above  a  limpid  spring 
To  form  a  hidden  cloister,  cool  and  still, 

In  compensation  softly  comforting. 
For  here  his  mother  came,  babe' at  her  breast, 

And  in  the  plaintive  water's  quiet  spell 
She  somehow  found  her  tribulation  blest 
And  knew  in  God's  good  time  all  would  be  well, 
As  from  the  clear,  unchanging,  rippling  rill 
There  came  an  ancient  message :  "  Peace,  be  still !  " 


.  t 


Quizzicuss 


OH  TEE  DEATH  OF  LINCOLN 


ti 


He  had  been  born 
a  destined  work  to 


On  the  Death  of  Lincoln. 


He  had  been  born  a  destined  work  to  do, 
And  lived  to  do  it;  four  long-suffering  years — 

Ill-fate,  ill-feeling,  ill-report  lived  through — 
And  then  he  heard  the  hisses  change  to  cheers, 

The  taunts  to  tribute,  the  abuse  to  praise 
And  took  them  both  with  his  unwavering  mood; 

But  as  he  came  on  light  from  darkest  days, 
And  seemed  to  touch  the  goal  from  where  he  stood, 

A  felon  hand,  between  that  goaLandhim, 
Reached  from  behind  his  head,  a  trigger  pressed, 

And  those  perplexed  and  patient  eyes  were  dim, 
Those  gaunt  long-laboring  limbs  were  laid  to  rest! 

The  words  of  mercy  were  upon  his  lips, 
Forgiveness  in  his  heart  and  on  his  pen, 

When  this  vile  murderer  brought  swift  eclipse 
To  thoughts  of  peace  on  earth,  good-will  to  men. 

The  Old  World  and  the  New,  from  sea  to  sea, 
Utter  one  voice  of  sympathy  and  shame — 

Sore  heart,  so  stopped  when  it  at  last  beat  free, 
Sad  life,  cut  short  just  as  its  triumph  came! 

A  deed  accurst!    Strokes  have  been  struck  before 
By  the  assassin's  hand,  whereof  men  doubt 

If  more  of  horror  or  disgrace  they  bore; 

But  thy  foul  crime,  like  Cain's  stands  darkly  out! 


Vile  hand!  that  branded  murder  on  a  strife, 
What  e'er  its  grounds,  stoutly  and  nobly  striven, 

And  with  the  martyr's  crown  crownest  a  life 
With  much  to  praise,  little  to  be  forgiven! 


I 


Anon     ON  THE  IIMMiASK  0?  ABRAHAM  LINCOLN     "This  bronse  doth  keep  the 

form  and  mold" 


ON  THE  LIFE-MASK  OF  ABRAHAM  LINCOLN. 

I  his  bronze  cloth  keep  the  Very  form  and  mold 
^f°ur  great  martyr's  face-   Yes.  this  is  he: 
;™  b'-ow  all  wisdom,  all  benignity; 
x  nat  human,  humorous    mouth  :  those 
cheeks  that  hold 

gold™6  ha,IBh  landscaPe  a11  the  summer's 
That  spirit  fit  for  sorrow  as  the  sea 
£or  storms  to  beat  on ;  the  lone  agonv 
v»=  t^P-  e,?'lenvfc'  Patient  lips  too  well  foretold. 
Yes,  this  is  he  who  ruled  a  world  of  men 

As  might  some  prophet  of  the  elder  dav— 
Wi«,  7.1 00 dmS  above  the  tempest  and  the  fray 
ken  thought  and  more  than  mortal 

A  power  was  his  beyond  the  touch  of  art 
heart   strengtll:  his  Pure  an<*  mighty 


Anonymous  OUR  DEAD  PRESIDENT  "Gone  v/here  prayer  is  no 

more  needed," 


OUR  DEAD  PRESIDENT. 

Gone  where  prayer  is  no  more  needed. 

Gone  where  pain  Is  felt  no  more: 
where  the  hidden  wound  is  healed. 

And  life's  vain  parade  is  o'er; 
Where  no  trumpet  stirs  the  echoes 
Of  the  wood,  the  vale,  or  hill, 
ti!?e  tUe  Sl»i-ulaze  never  scorches 
Where  the  sea  winds  never  chill. 

He  has  gone;  the  distant  nations 
Bow  with  lis  to  mourn  his  loss; 
Gone,  the  leader  of  the  people. 
Gone,  the  soldier  of  the  cross. 
Gone  ;  the  youth  who  dared  the  conflict 

.Lai  ly  for  liis  Master's  name; 
Gone;  the  hero  of  the  battle: 

Gone;  the  martyr,  in  the  flame; 
Where  the  son  shall  find  the  mother. 

Where  the  mother  finds  the  son. 
Where  the  Christian  household  gathers 
in  Christ's  beauty,  one  by  one. 

He  has  gone,  and  distant  nations 
Bow  with  us  to  mourn  his  loss; 
Gone,  the  leader  of  the  people. 
Gone,  the  soldier  of  the  cross. 
Where  the  bond  is  never  severed  • 
htQ"'1^'  doping,  sob  and  moan; 
Midnight  watching;  twilight  weeping- 
Joyless  noontide,  all  are  done. 
There,  the  morn  shall  wake  in  gladness. 

There,  the  noon  the.i  'v  prolong. 
And  the  daylight  die  in  fragrance 
Mid  the  burst  of  peaceful  song. 

Gone,  a  soldier  of  the  battle. 

Gone,  a  pilgrim  from  the  road. 
Gone,  a  royal  soul  to  glory. 
Gone,  a  soul  redeemed  to  God 


Anon 


OUR  LINCOLN  IS  SLAIN  "Toll,  toll,  toll,  ye  sad  bells, 


OTJR  LINCOLN  1 3  SLAIN. 

Toll,  toll,  toll,  ye  sad  bells, 

Hush  jubilant  sti'ain, 
Our  Lincoln  the  uoble, 

Our  Lincoln  is  slain. 

■   Droop  all  ye  bright  banners, 
He  who  bade  you  to  wave, 
Our  Lincoln,  our  Lincoln, 
Lies  low  for  the  grave. 

We  know  he  is  deathless 

In  glory  and  fame  ; 
That  martyrdom  crowns  him 

With  halo  of  fianic ; 

We  know  his  great  life-work 

For  us  was  all  doDe  ; 
The  hard  battle  was  fought 

The  victory  won. 

Yet  we  cannot  rojoice, 

Not  yet,  not  to-day, 
Which  takes  our  own  Lincoln, 

Our  Lincoln  awav. 


L. ,  H.H. 

Anonymous 


"He  wore  a  hat 


A  LINE  0'  TYPE  OR  TWO 

Hew  to  the  Line,  let  the 
quips  fall  where  they  may. 

PRAIRIE  DUSks"1™ 

He  wore  a  hat  that  was  much  too  tall 
For  a  man  who  wanted  none  at  all; 
And  the  coat  he  wore  was  much  too  black 
For  the  fragile  things  that  woulti  come  back. 
They  set  him  up  like  a  lacquered  toy 
(Oh,  they  forgot  he  was  once  a  boy 
Who  knew  the  prairie  and  knew  the  sun), 
When  they  sent  him  down  to  Washington. 

They  made  him  one  with  the  gods  above  .  .  . 
And  never  remembered  he  might  love 
Things  that  are  golden  to  any  man — 
But  none  of  them  ever  saw  his  Ann. 
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MAN    IS    IMMORTAL  TIL 


L    HIS    WORK    IS  DONE. 


"  MAN  IS  IMMORTAL  TILL  HIS  WORK  IS 
DONE." 

With  earnest  heart  unshrinkingly  upholding 
The  awful  cause  God  raised  him  to  protect ; 

With  patient  heart  the  mighty  scheme  unfolding, 
Looking  to  Him  to  counsel  and  direct ; 

Steadfast  and  calm,  through  hopes  deferred,  de- 
feated ; 

Saddened  by  many  cares,  oppressed  by  none ; 
Thank  God  !  he  lived  to  see  that  work  completed 
Then  passed  away  from  earth,  his  work  was 
done. 

Done !  not  so  seems  it  to  our  darkened  vision, 
Still  do  the  shadows  veil  the  dawning  light; 

But  hope  like  his  failed  never  of  fruition, 

Since  God  is  on  the  throne  and  judgeth  right. 

Pure,  humble  heart,  unstained  by  selfish  quarrel, 
Amidst  the  strife  of  party  ever  calm, 

He  gladly  twined  our  heroes'  brows  with  laurel 
Then  bowed  his  own  to  wear  the  martyr's 
palm. 

Kind,  tender  heart,  through  all  its  pulses  thrill- 
ing 

With  pity  for  a  captive  brother's  woe ; 
No  rest  for  him,  whilst  steadfastly  fulfilling 
God's  solemn  mandate,  "  Let  my  people  go." 

No  rest  for  him  — who  felt  each  slave's  oppres- 
sion, 

Who  knew  their  blood  for  blood  must  loudly 
call ; 

No  rest  till  he  effaced  the  foul  transgression, 
Then  gave  his  own,  the  dearest  blood  of  all. 

And  now  around  his  bier  a  weeping  nation 
Their  ardent  love  and  gratitude  express  ; 

Not  with  a  mournful  dirge  of  lamentation, 
But  with  a  thrilling,  solemn  tenderness. 

His  were  the  courage  and  the  strength  that  bore 
them 

Through  the  lone  wilderness  and  sea  of  blood, 
Who,  when  the  promised  land  stretched  fair  be- 
fore them, 

Upon  the  towering  summit  meekly  stood. 

Saw  them  ere  long  that  peaceful  land  possessing, 
Above  all  nations  prosperous  and  blest, 

Then  lifting  up  his  voice  in  solemn  blessing, 
He  passed  unto  his  everlasting  rest. 

And  on  each  heart  his  words  of  benediction 
With  sad,  prophetic  meaning  now  must  fall : 

"  Patience  and  faith  in  every  dark  affliction, 
Malice  to  none,  but  Charity  to  all." 

Mourn  then,  but  not  for  him  —  he  died  victori- 
ous ; 

A  memory  more  cherished  none  could  crave  ; 
God  took  his  spirit  to  a  rest  most  glorious, 
We  lay  his  body  in  an  honored  grave. 

—  N,  Y.  Evening  Post. 


PRESIDENT  LINCOLN'S  REMAINS  IN  THE 
CAPITOL. 

Gaze  and  pass  on  ! 
Ye  who  but  yesterday  shared  his  fond  greeting, 
Solemnly  gather  at  this,  the  last  meeting, 
Look  once  again  on  the  care-furrowed  brow, 
Stamped  by  the  seal  of  eternity  now  ! 

Gaze  and  pass  on  ! 

Life  is  not  there  ! 
Think  not  to  catch  the  old  echoes  of  cheer, 
List  not  the  step  ye  shall  never  more  hear, 
Seelc  not  the  smile  from  those  lips  chill  and 
wan ; 

All  of  him  earthly  is  faded  and  gone  ! 
Life  is  not  there  ! 

All  is  not  dead  ! 
Still  in  your  midst  the  best  lingers  to-day 
Of  the  loved  and  departed  untouched  by  decay, 
The  virtues  he  cherished  yet  live  and  will  last, 
When  the  scenes  of  the  present  are  lost  in  the 
past. 

All  is  not  dead  ! 

Undaunted  he  fell  ! 
Not  in  the  winter  of  age  bending  low, 
Wasted  and  worn  in  the  summer's  warm  glow  ; 
Strong  in  his  manhood,  hope  gilding  his  sky, 
In  the  pathway  of  duty  he  sank  down  to  die. 

Undaunted  he  fell ! 

Chant  the  sad  dirge  — 
E'er  he  goes  forth  to  his  earthly  rest, 
Sing  round  his  coffin  the  songs  of  the  blest ; 
'Mid  silence  and  sadness  the  sweet  strains  will 
rise 

Like  flowers  breathing  incense  to  him  in  the 
skies. 

Chant  the  sad  dirge  ! 

Pause  now  and  weep  — 
Weep  for  our  President  lost  to  our  sight ; 
Nobly  he  toiled  for  us, —  gave  of  his  might. 
Ye  may  search  for  his  like  as  long  years  circle 
round, 

But  a  loftier  spirit  will  never  be  found. 
Pause  now  and  weep  ! 

Bear  him  away ! 
A  Fatherly  Ruler  is  laid  on  the  bier ; 
Slowly,  for  thought  groweth  weary  and  drear ; 
Sadly,  with  measured  funereal  tread, 
Soldiers  and  citizens,  on  with  the  dead  ! 

Bear  him  away ! 

Christian,  farewell ! 
As  ready  for  death  as  true  in  thy  life, 
No  danger  appalled  thee  in  fratricide  strife  ; 
With  tears  we  commit  the  dear  form  to  the  sod, 
The  dust  to  the  earth,  the  spirit  to  God. 

Christian,  farewell ! 

—  Boston  Daily  Advertiser. 


THE  NATION 

as  she  lapped  it  over  him,  he  said  faintly, 
"  Matt  shall  see  God  some  day,  and  Matt 
shall  never  be  cold  any  more." 

She  heaped  some  driftwood  between  him 
and  the  entrance  of  the  cave  to  keep  the 
wind  away,  and  then  she  set  off  to  run  home 
again  for  help;  but  before  her  exhausted 
feet,  in  the  gray  of  the  winter  morning,  had 
reached  the  cottage  threshold,  the  fishermen, 
after  their  perilous  voyage,  landed  a  mile  or 
two  higher  up,  and  going  into  the  cavern  for 
rest  and  shelter,  found  Matt  on  his  frozen  bed. 
They  took  him  up  and  chafed  his  stiffened 
limbs  with  their  rough  hands ;  they  said  he 
was  frozen  to  death,  and  they  laid  him  down 
again  on  his  desolate  bed,  and  mourned  and 


'S    ORPHAN.  423 

lamented  over  him.  Happy  Matt !  the 
summons  had  been  sent  to  him  to  go,  and 
join  that  God  whom  he  had  sought  so  long. 
The  days  of  his  darkness  and  feebleness  are 
over,  —  he  will  never  be  cold  any  more. 

Matt  was  buried  in  the  village  church- 
yard, and  on  his  gravestone  was  written  — 
"  Thej  that  seek  me  early  shall  find  me." 

If  any  of  us,  knowing  God  better,  have 
loved  Him  less,  and  needing  God's  grace  as 
much,  have  turned  from  His  face,  instead  of 
seeking  it,  let  us  think  on  the  history  of  this 
simple,  poor  child —  "  Let  us  seek  the  Lord 
while  He  may  be  found,  let  us  call  upon 
Him  while  he  is  near." 


THE  NATION'S  ORPHAN. 

BY   LUCY  LARCOM. 

Poor  little  Tad  ! 

In  that  White  House  chamber, 
Desolate  and  sad, 

Where  he  used  to  clamber 
To  his  father's  side, 

When  a  lull  of  leisure 
Gave  him  leave  to  bide 

For  a  moment's  pleasure. 

Just  the  other  day 

Lightly,  cheerily  talking  — 
Boy  and  man  so  gay — 

Hand  in  hand  were  walking 
Through  the  Richmond  street, 

Cleared  of  rank  secession  — 
Now,  those  silent  feet ! 

Now,  that  slow  procession  ! 

Dear  little  Tad ! 

Do  not  stop  his  weeping  — 
What  a  sire  he  had  ! 

With  that  head  lie  sleeping 
Wisdom's  gentleness, 

Upright  truth,  and  kindness 
That  could  never  guess 

Treason's  maddened  blindness. 

Child  so  sore  bereft, 

See,  an  orphaned  nation 
At  your  side  is  left ; 

Shares  your  desolation  — 
Round  that  funeral  pall, 

Mourning  millions  bending  — 
'Tis  your  grief,  that  all 

Loyal  souls  is  rending. 


For  that  Father's  sake, 

Boy  he  loved  so  dearly 
Love  and  blessing  take 

From  the  nation  nearly 
Saved  by  his  right  hand  !  • 

Be  our  son,  our  brother ! 
Take  him,  sorrowing  Land, 

With  his  heart-crushed  mother ; 

Take  them,  ours  to  cheer, 

To  protect  and  cherish ! 
Of  the  man  so  dear 

Let  no  memory  perish 
From  the  country's  care, 

Whole  through  his  endeavour, 
Warm  yet  with  his  prayer  — 

His  are  ours,  forever  ! 

Weep,  little  Tad ! 

God,  who  loves,  must  chasten. 
When  we  dare  be  glad  — 

When  the  good  times  hasten, 
Bringing  His  firm  peace, 

And  our  thanks  address  Him  — 
This  will  never  cease  : 
"  Abraham  Lincoln  !  bless  him  !  " 

For  his  namesake  old, 

O'er  whom  centuries  slumber, 
Once  a  Voice  foretold 

Blessings  beyond  number, 
Abraham  lived ;  but  he 

Gave  his  life-blood,  rather. 
Thrice-blest  shall  we  be, 

In  our  martyed  Father. 

—  Congregalionalist. 


Punch' s  Apology  for  111  Treatment         "You  lay  a  wreath  on 

of  Lincoln  murdered  Lincoln's  "bier." 


You  lay  a  wteath  on  murdered  Lincoln's  tier, 
You,  who,  with  mocking  pencil  wont  to  trace 
Broad,  for  the  self-complacent  British  sneer, 
\J  His  length  of  shambling'  limb,  his  furrowed  face. 

His  gaunt,  gnarled  hands,  his  unkempt,  bristling  hair, 

His  garb  uncouth,  his  hearing  ill  at  ease, 

His  lack  of  all  we  prize  as  debonair, 

Of  pow^r  of  will  to  shine,  of  art  to  please. 

You,  whose  smart  pen  hacked  up  the  pencil's  laugh, 
Judging  each  step  as  though  the  way  were  plain; 
Reckless,  so  it  could  point  its  paragraph 
Of  Chief's  perplexity,  or  people's  pain. 

Beside  the  corpse,  that  hears  for  winding  sheet 
The  stars  and  stripes  he  lived  to  rear  anww, 
Between  the  mourners  at  his  head  and  fiet, 
Say,  scurril  jester,  is  there  room  for  you? 

Yes,  he  had  lived  to  shame  me  from  my  sneer, 
To  lame  my  pencil  and  confute  my  pen  - 
To  make  me  own  this  hind  of  princes  peer, 
This  rail  splitter,  as  true  horn  king  of  men. 

My  shallow  judgment  I  had  learned  to  rue, 
Noting  how  to  occasion's  height  he  rose, 
How  Ms  quaint  wit  made  home  truth  seem  more  true, 
How,  iron  like,  his  temper  grew  by  blows. 

How  humble,  yet  how  hopeful  he  could  be; 
How  in  good  fortune  and  in  ill  the  same; 
Nor  bitter  in  success,  nor  boastful  he, 
Thirsty  for  gold,  nor  feverish  for  fame. 

He  went  about  his  work  -  such  work  as  few 
Ever  had  laid  on  head,  and  heart,  and  hand  - 
As  one  who  knows,  where  there's  a  task  to  do, 
Man's  honest  will  must  heaven's  good  grace  command; 

Who  trusts  the  strength  will  with  the  burden  grow, 
That  God  makes  instruments  to  work  his  will,  - 
If  but  that  will  we  can  arrive  to  know, 
Nor  temper  with  the  weights  of  good  and  ill. 

So  he  went  forth  to  battle,  on  the  side 
Tnat  he  felt  clear  was  Liberty's  and  Rights, 
As  in  his  peasant  boyhood  he  had  plied 
His  warfare  with  rude  Nature's  thwarting  mights  - 

The  uncleared  forest,  the  inbroken  soil, 
Th4  iron  bark  that  turns  the  lumberer's  ax, 
The  rapid,  that  Q'erbears  the  boatman's  toil, 
The  prairie,  hiding  the  mazed  wanderer's  tracks. 


The  atoushed  Indian,  ind  the  prowling  hear  - 
Such  were  the  needs  that  helped  his  youth  to  train; 
Rough  culture  -  hut  sTiich  trees  large  fruit  may  hear, 
If  hut  their  stocks  he  of  right  girth  and  grain. 

So  he  grew  up,  a  destined  work  to  do, 
And  lived  to  do  it;    four  long  suffering  years' 
111  fate,  ill  feeling,  ill  report,  lived  through, 
And  then  he  heard  the  hisses  change  to  cheers. 

The  taunts  to  trihute,  the  ahuse  to  praise, 
And  took  hoth  with  the  same  unvavering  mood; 
Till,  as  he  came  on  light,  from  darkling  days, 
And  seemed  to  touch  the  goal  from  where  he  stood. 

A  felon  hand,  hetween  the  goal  and  him, 
Reached  from  hehind  his  hack,  a  trigger  prest  - 
And  those  perplexed  and  patient  eyes  were  dim, 
Those  gaunt,  long  laboring  limhs  were  laid  to  rest! 

The  words  of  mercy  were  upon  his  lips, 
Forgiveness  in  his  heart  and  on  his  pen, 
When  this  vile  murderer  "brought  swift  exlipse 
To  thoughts  of  peace  on  earth,  good  will  to  men. 

The  old  world  and  the  new,  from  sea  to  sea, 
Utter  one  voice  of  sympathy  and  shamel 
Sore  heart,  so  stopped  when  it  at  last  heat  high, 
Sad  life,  cut  short  just  as  its  triumph  came. 

A  deed  accurstl     Strokes  have  heen  struck  hefore 

By  the  assassin's  hand,  whereof  men  douht 

If  more  of  horror  or  disgrace  they  bore; 

But  thy  foul  crime,  like  Cain's  stands  darkly  out. 

Vile  hand,  that  hrandest  murder  on  a  strife, 
Whate'er  its  grounds,  stoutly  and  nohly  striven; 
And  with  the  martyr's  crown  crownest  a  life 
With  much  to  praise,  little  to  he  forgiven. 
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This  is  a  RAPP  bout  a  MAN  NAMED  ABE 

MARY  TODD  was  his  cute  little  BABE 

He  wore  a  stovepipe  HAT.  He  was  tall  and  LEAN. 

He  was  our  President,  number  16. 

He  WAS  a  lawyer  that's  how  he  made  his  CASH. 

He  had  a  BEARD  but  not  a  mustache. 

He  MADE  a  famous  SPEECH  as  you  MIGHT  have  guessed. 

It  has  been  KNOWN  as  the  GETTSYBURG  ADDRESS. 

MOST  people  remember  how  he  set  the  slaves  FREE, 

In  the  YEAR  1863.  ~~ 

For  the  END  of  our  RAPP,  we  would  like  to  SAY. 

THANKS  Honest  Abe  and  HAPPY  BIRTHDAY. 


Abraham  Lincoln  was  his  name, 
Freeing  the  slaves  was  his  game, 
He  was  nice... he  was  not  mean, 
He  was  president  number  16. 


Now  all  the  girls  thought  he  was  a  babe, 
Later  in  history  known  as  honest  Abe, 
He  tried  to  clear  up  a  great  big  mess, 
Summed  it  up  in  the  Gettysburg  Address . 
He  was  killed  by  a  man  -  quite  uncouth, 
This  guys  name  was  John  Wi Iks  Booth. 

As  we  rap  and  jive  and  reminisce, 

It's  men  like  this  we  always  miss, 

But  the  good  he  did  is  alive  in  everyway, 

'As  we  celebrate  his  birthday'!! 


THE  HISIHG  TIDE 


Anon  ■ They 


The  Rising  Tide. 

Sung  at  a  great  Republican  gathering 
in  Erie,  Pa.,  on  September  12,  1860. 
They  come,  they  come,  a  mighty  throng, 
From  mountain  and  valley,  with  joyous 
song; 

They  sing  of  the  fathers  who  made  us 
free, 

Of  Lincoln  and  Hamlin  and  Liberty. 
They   come,   they   come,   a  victorious 
throng 

Defeating  the  foes  we  have  fought  so 
long; 

As  waves  of  the  ocean  subdue  the  sand, 
They  deluge  the  enemies  of  the  land. 
They   come,   they   come,    with  armor 
bright, 

The  fearless  defenders   of  truth  and 
right; 

No  deeds  of  corruption  their  hands  shall 
stain 

While  keeping  unsullied  our  fair  do- 
main. 

They  come,  they  come,  with  freedom's 
light, 

Dispelling  the    darkness    of  slavery's 
nights 

That  fain  would  o'ershadow  our  virgin 
soil, 

Degrading  forever  the  white  man's  toil. 

And  still  they  come,  in  proud  array— 
I  O  what  is  an  age  to  this  glorious  day? 
I  Humanity's  cause  let  us  all  proclaim, 

And  give  to  the  nation  undying  fame. 

— Campaign  Song. 


come,  they  come,  a  mighty  throng1 


Anonym  oa  s 


RTE  COfFEE       "Last  night  I  heard  a  Wide-awake" 


From  the  Logan  County  Gaiette. 
RYE  COFFEE. 

Last  night  I  heard  a  Wide-Awako 

Whose  face  wa«  very  long — 
With  cape  and  lamp  all  by  bis  self, 

A  tinging  of  a  song. 
The  gong  it  was  a  pretty  one, 

And  charmed  my  listening  ear 
t  only  mind  the  chorus  now. 

And  I  will  ging  it  here. 

CHORUS. 
Oh  Rye  Coffee ! 

You're  sweet  enough  for  me, 
Without  a  grain  of  sugar ,  if 

The  nigger  can  be  free ! 

I  saw  the  cape,  and  well  I  knew, 

I'd  seen  it  oft  before — 
And  oft  I'd  seen  that  Lard  Oil  Lamp 

Go  zig-zag  past  my  door ; 
But  now  the  cape  was  old  and  torn — 

The  lamp  it  had  no  '  ile,' 
Yet  sweetly  there  that  Wide-Awako, 

Was  singing  all  the  while  : 

CHORUS. 
Oh.  Rye  Coffee  '. 

You're  sweet  enough  for  me, 
Without  one  grain  of  sugar,  if 

The  nigger  can  be  free. 

I  would  not  say  that  Wide-Awake 

Was  singing  of  a  lie ; 
I  think  that  Java  does  not  suit 

His  taste  as  well  as  Rye — 
The  man  who'd  give  old  Abe  his  vol«, 

And  pass  the  Douglas  by, 
Wouly  likely  spurn  the  Java  cup, 
And  swallow  down  the  Rye  ! 
CHORUS. 
Oh,  Rye  Coffee  '. 

The  Wide  Awake  g  delight— 
I  shall  remember  long  how  well 
He  sung  of  you  that  night ! 

I  wonder  if  the  Wide-Awake, 

As  he  gat  singing  there. 
Intended  to  repudiate 

His  taxes  just  and  fair  I 
I  wonder  if  that  Wide- Awake 

Was  posted  well  as  I 
That  he  was  cheating  Government 
When  irinking  of  the  Rye » 
CHORUS. 
Oh,  Rye  Coffee  ' 

For  Wide-Awakes  you'll  do  

But  not  for  patriots  who'd  give 
The  governments  its  due. 

Confounded  be  Rye  Co<Tec, 
Corn  Coffee  and  all  that  I 
That  I  will  still  drink  Java,  you 

May  safely  bet  your  hat ! 
Confounded  be  the  men  who  made 

The  tax  a  needful  thing  r 
But,  I've  a  better  ohorus  here,  / 
Which  please  stand  up  and  siag£ 
CHORUS. 
I  io  way  Cuffe*  '. 

The  master's  servant  be , 
But  let  us  all  pray  for  the  time 
When  Coffee  shall  be  free  I 


iinon 


A  SONG-  FOR  INAUGURATION  DAY 


"Oh,  glorious  dayi 


ii 


[For  the  Traveller.] 

A  Song  for  Inauguration  Dav, 

Oh,  glorious  day ! 
The  day  when  the  nation 
Proclaims  to  the  world 
Its  rank  and  its  station. 
Not  cowed  by  the  foe 
Nor  awed  by  the  traitor, 
Our  country  stands  forth 
Still  brighter  than  ever. 

Oh,  glorious  day ! 
From  church- tops  and  spires 
Unfurl  to  the  breeze 
The  flag  of  your  sires. 
Now  tremble  the  foes, 
Our  country's  vile  traitors, 
Now  triumphs  the  truth 
And  those  who  await  her. 

Oh,  glorious  day! 
The  day  when  the  morning 
Of  liberty's  strength 
O'er  the  country  is  dawning. 
Not  vainly  we  waited ; 
Through  the  death  night  of  sorrow 
We  catch  tb ^  bright  gleams 
Of  the  loji'g  wished  for  morrow- 
All  hail  to  our  chief! 
"Whose  inauguration 
Proclaims  to  the  world 
We  're  still  a  strong  nation ; 
Unshaken  by  foes 
Without  or  within, 
A  new  lease  of  life 
We  're  taking  through  him. 

All  hail  to  "  Old  Abe" ! 
All  hail  to  his  glory ! 
All  hail  to  his  strength ' 
All  hail  to  his  story! 
His  strong  heart  and  hand 
Shall  keep  the  strong  helm 
That  guides  us  to  port 
And  union  again. 


Anonymous 

A  Souther  girl 


"Jeffdavise  rides  a  white  horse," 


A  Southern  Girl  thus  wrote  to  her  cousin, 
who  was  a  prisoner  at  Camp  Morton,  Indianapo- 

^  "I  will  be  for  Jeffdavise  till  the  tenisee  river 
freazee  over,  and  then  be  ftr  him,  and  scratch  c  n 
tha  Ice 

Jeffdavise  rides  a  white  horse, 

Lincoln  rides  a  mule, 
Jeffdavise  is  a  gentleman, 

And  Lincoln  is  a  rule." 


■Anonymous  The  Southem.Wagon  "Cone,  all  ye  sons  of  Freedom,  a.nd 

.join  our  Southern  band;" 


THE  SOUTHERN  WAGON. 

Come,  all  ye  sons  of  freedom,  and  join  our  Souther 
band ; 

"We're  going  to  fight  the  enerr.y,  and  drive  than 

from  our  land. 
Justice  is  our  motto,  Providence  our  guide; 
So  jump  in  the  wagon,  and  we'll  all  take  a  ride. 

Chorus. 

O,  wait  for  the  wagon, 

The  dissolution  ; 
The  South  is  our  wagon, 

And  we'll  all  take  a  ride. 

Secession  is  our  watchword ;  our  rights  we  all  de- 
mand ; 

And  to  defend  our  firesides  we  pledge  our  hearts 
and  hand. 

Jeff  Davis  is  our  President,  with  Stephens  by  Ma 
side  ; 

Brave  Beauregard,  our  General,  will  join  us  in  the 

ride. 

Our  wagon  is  plenty  big  enough,  the  running-gsss 
is  good ; 

It's  stuffed  around  with  cotton,  and  made  of  South- 
ern wood ; 

Carolina  is  our  driver,  with  Georgia  by  her  side ; 
Virginia  will  hold  her  flag  up,  and  we'll  all  take  * 
ride. 

There  are  Tennessee  and  Texas  also  in  the  ring  ; 
They  wouldn't  hare  a  government  where  cottsa 

wasn't  king. 
Alabama  and  Florida  hrve  long  ago  replied; 
Mississippi  and  Louisiana  are  anxious  for  the  ri&a. 


Missouri,  North  Carolina,  and  Arkansas  are  slow ; 
They  must  hurry,  or  we'll  leave  them,  and  then 

what  will  they  do  ? 
Sphere's  Old  Kentucky  and  Maryland  won't  make 

up  their  mind  ; 
So  I  reckon,  after  all,  we'll  take  them  up  behind. 

I  he  Tennessee  boys  are  in  the  field,  eager  for  the 
fray; 

They  can  whip  the  Yankee  boys  three  to  one,  they 

say; 

And  when  they  get  in  conflict,  with  Davis  by  their 

side, 

They'll  pitch  into  the  Yankee  boys,  and  then  you'll 
see  them  slide. 

Our  cause  is  just  and  holy,  our  men  are  brave  and 

true ; 

We'll  whip  the  Lincoln  cutthroats,  is  all  we  have 

to  do.  «~— 
God  bless  our  noble  army  ;  in  him  we  all  confide  ; 
So  jump  into  the  wagon,  and  we'll  all  take  a  ride. 


Anon 


THEY  DID  NOT  THINK  HIM  GREAT 


MThey  did  not  think  him  great  who  knew  him 
when* 


THEY  DID  NOT  THINK  HIM  GREAT 
****** 

They  did  not  think  him  great  who  knew  him  when 
He  walked  the  ways  and  shared  the  tasks  of  men. 
They  thought  him  strong  and  gentle,  kind  and  mild, 
Friendly,  direct,  and  simple  as  a  child: 
But  no,  not  great. 


What,  Lincoln  great?    They  could  not  think  him  that 
Who  knew  him  as  a  neighbor,  heard  him  chat 
Of  homely  things  in  homely  words.    They  knew 
That  what  he  said  was  honest,  simple,  true, 
But  no,  not  great. 


Great  men  are  grave,  and  Lincoln  loved  to  joke; 
Great  men  are  different  from  the  common  folk, 
And  Lincoln  wasn't;  he  was  of  their  kind, 
Kindly,  and  honest,  and  of  modest  mind, 
But  no,  not  great. 


There  were  great  men  while  Lincoln  was  alive. 
We  know  their  names  because  they  helped  him  strive 
Or  Hindered  him.    They  did  not  think  him  great. 
Nor  he  himself:  an  instrument  of  Fate, 
But  no,  not  great. 


Hewer  of  wood,  and  plower  of  the  sod, 
How  well  he  knew  that  none  is  great ,  save  God 
Wno  gives  the  increase.    Men  may  plow  and  sow, 
But  what  they  do  is  greatest  when  they  know 
They  are  not  great. 


WORK:     Vol. 1-#1. 


Anonymous 


TO  ABE  LIECOL: 


"Well,  Abe,  how  goes  it  with  our 
state  affairs" 


For  The  Crisis. 
TO  ABE  LINCOLN. 

|  Weij,  Aoe,  Low  goes  it,  with  onr  State  affair/' 
The  poodle  wonld  fain  understand  it , 
Come,  answer  at  once,  for  the  nation  declares 
It  dot  a  just  right  to  demand  it. 

I  They  said  you  were  honest,  and  capable,  too. 

And  acquainted  with  quite  every  craft,  sir  ; 
!  Could  chop  and  split  rails,  as  rail-splitters  do, 
i    And  even  could  pilot  a  raft,  sir. 

j  In  view  o:  such  qualifications,  you  see, 

Your  fame  was  soon  spread  through  the  land,  sir, 
And  Seward,  and  Coast,  and  Bates,  it  may  be, 
!    Back  in  the  deep  shade  took  their  stand,  sir. 

j  I  said  that  your  fame,  sir,  was  spread  through  the  laud, 
I    I  mean,  it  was  spread  through  a  section  ; 
1  And  thus  to  divisions,  as  we  understand, 
You  owe  your  success  in  election. 

j  Now  where  is  the  evidence,  Abe,  you  can  show, 
j    To  sustain  your  high  reputation  ' 
j  It  was  said  you  would.be. a  Jackson,  you  know, 
When  placed  at  the  head  of  the  Nation. 

We  heard  of  your  trip,  and  the  bother  you  had, 

In  going  to  Washington  City, 
!  How  you  donned  the  long  cloak,  and  put  on  the  plaid, 
And  escaped  in  the  night — what  a  pity  ! 

And,  moreover,  we  heard  of  your  prisoners,  too, 
How  yen  boasted  the  prize  you  had  taken  ; 

Like  the  Irishman  s  hare,  they  were  good  for  a  suio, 
And  ?icu>  are  poor  worthless  bacon. 

To  capture  those  men  and  surrender  them  up 
Were  each  of  them  deed's,  just  and  right,  sir ; 

Though  Loocjaj  pronounced  it  the  "  bitterest  cup,' 
'Tis  cle;ir  as  a  sunbeam  at  night,  sir. 

And  now  it  ih  ng&jiy  a  whole  year,  or  ft 
Since  you  hav^been  playing  the  Jackson, 
I  The  people  expect  you  are  able  to  show, 
,     "  Old  Hickory  "  in  curry  transaction.  R. 
January,  Ip62. 


"Proudest  of  all  earth's  thrones 


11 


Anonymous 


To  President  Lincoln 


TO  PRESIDENT  LINCOLN. 

Proudest  of  all  earth's  thrones 

Is  his  who  rules  by  a  free  people's  choice; 
Who,  'midst  fierce  party  strife  and  battle  gr&ana, 
Hears,  ever  rising  in  harmonious  tones, 
j  A  grateful  people's  voice. 

Steadfast  in  thee  we  trust, 

Tried  as  no  man  was  ever  tried  before  ; 
God  made  thee  merciful —  God  keep  thee  just ; 
Be  true  !  —  and  triumph  over  all  thou  must. 

God  bless  thee  evermore ! 


Anonymous 


TO  AB1AIAM  LAUDAMUS 


"We  praise  thee,  0  AM  Me  acknowledge 


ew  York  Sunday  Mercury . ] 

Tlie  New  Belief. 

Without  c  »r  ment.  we  publish  the  follow- 
ing devout  production*  coming  to  our  table 
from  a  devotee  in  the  city  churches.  That 
then  is  considerable  human  uaturo  in  it, 
nobody  can  deny. 

TO  ABRAHAM  MX,  DAM  US. 

W«  praise  thee,  O  Abe!  We  acknowledge 
thee  to  be  sound  on  the  goose. 

All  Yankee  laud  doth  worship  thee,  everlasting 
old  joker. 

To  thee  all  office  seekers  cry  aloud,  "  Flunkey* 
doui,"  and  all  the  powers  therein. 

To  thee,  Stanton  and  Welles  continually  do  cry, 
*'  Bully,  bully,  bully  boy  with  a  glass  eye." 

Washington  and  Illinois  are  full  of  thy  majesty 
and  thy  praise. 

The  glorious  company  of  Political  Generals 
piaise  thee. 

The  goodly  fellowship  of  Postmasters  praise 
thee. 

The  noble  army  ot  contractors  praise  thee. 

The  mighty  Republican  institutions  throughout 
all  Columbia  do  acknowledge  tbee. 

The  father  of  infinite  proclamations,  thine  ad- 
mirable, true  and  only  policy. 

Also  Brevet  Lieutenant  General  Wlnfield 
Scott,  the  Comforter. 

Thou  art  the  King  of  rail  splitters,  O  Abe  I 

Thou  art  the  everlasting  won  of  the  late  Mr. 
Lincoln. 

When  thon  lookest  upon  tbee  to  ran  for  the 
Presidency  and  deliver  the  Union,  thou  didst  hum- 
ble thyself  to  .stand  upon  the  "  Chicago  Platform." 

When  thou  didst  overcome  the  sharpness  of 
election,  thou  didst  open  the  White  House  kitchen 
to  all  believers. 

Thou  sittest  at  the  right  band  of  "  Uncle  Sam 
in  the  glory  of  the  Capitol." 

We  believe  that  thou  shalt  not  come  to  be  re- 
elected. 

Nevertheless  we  pray  thee  help  thy  servants 
whom  thou  has  kept  from  "  Jeff  Davis"  and  "For- 
eign Intervention."  Make  us  to  be  remembered 
with  thy  favorites  in  office  everlasting 

O  Abe  I  Save  thy  people  and  bless  thy  para- 
sites !  Govern  tbem  and  increase  their  salaries 
forever ! 

Day  by  day  we  puff  thee, 

And  we  exalt  tby  name  forever  in  the  daily 
papers. 

Vouchsafe,  0  Abe  !  to  keep  us  this  day  with- 
out a  change  of  Generals ! 

O  Abe !  have  mercy  on  the  army  of  the  Poto- 
mac ! 

O  Abe !  let  thy  mercy  be  upon  us,  as  our  trust 
is  Dot  in  Stanton. 

O  Abe!  for  thee  have  I  voted,  let  me  never  be 
drafted ! 


Anonymous 


THE  PBALHIE  CHILD 


"Only  an  infant  who  laughed  and 

wept" 


Only  an  infant  who  laughed  and  wept 

And  reached  oat  his  baby  hands. 
Only  an  infant  who  played  and  slept 

And  dreamt  of  strange  baby  lands. 

Only  a  toddler  still  unaware 

of  the  plansi  of  destiny. 
Only  a  toddl?r  lisping  a  prayer 

At  his  toilworn  mother's  knee. 

Only  a  child  with  wondering  eyes 

W^o  read  by  the  firelight's  gleam; 
The  tales  of  his  heroes,  brave  and  wis^, 
And  leved  e"-ch  deed  in  a  dream. 

Only  a  boy  with  the  will  to  impart 

The  teachings  of  right  and  fair  play. 

Only  a  boy  with  a  dream  in  his  heart 
Of  the  man  he  should  be  some  day. 

But  the  Lincoln  babe  grew  tall  and  strong, 
And  the  toddler's  steps  grew  sure, 

The  childish  mind  learned  right  from  wrong 
And  the  lincoln  heart  was  pure. 

'The  wond'ring  child  s  till  studied  and  read 

Unconsciously  shaping  his  life 
To  meet  the  needs  of  the  days  ahead 

In  a  world  torn  apart  by  strife. 

The  dream  of  the  youthful  Linasln  lived 

And  thrived,  through  his  whole  life's  span. 

Till  the  prairie  cnild  grew  up  -  and  was 
Abraham  Lincoln  -  -  -  the  man'. 


Anonymous 


THE  VISION  OP  ABRAHAM  LINCOLN 


"Dream:".?";":,  he  woke, 
our  martyr  Presifient' 


THE  VISION  OF  ABEAIIAM  LINCOLN. 

April  14, 1865  * 

Dkeamino,  lie  woke,  our  martyr  President, 
And  still  the  vision  lingered  in  his  mind 
(Problem  at  once  and  prophecy  combined) — 
A  flying  bark  with  all  her  canvas  bent — 
Joy-bringing  herald  of  some  great  event, 
Oft  when  the  wavering  scale  of  war  inclined 
To  Freedom's  side ;  now  how  to  be  divined 
Uncertain,  since  Eebellion's  force  was  spent. 
So,  of  the  omen  heedful,  as  of  Fate, 
Lincoln  with  curious  eye  the  horizon  scanned : 
At  morn,  with  hopes  of  port  and  peace  elate ; 
At  night,  like  Palinurus — in  his  hand 
The  broken  tiller  of  the  Ship  of  State — 
Flung  on  the  margin  of  the  Promised  Land. 

*  "  At  the  cabinet  meeting  held  the  morning  of  the  assassination.  .  .  .General  Grant  was  present,  and 
during  a  lull  in  the  conversation  the  President  turned  to  him  and  asked  if  he  had  heard  from  General 
Sherman.  General  Grant  replied  that  he  had  not,  but  was  in  hourly  expectation  of  receiving  dispatches 
from  him  announcing  the  surrender  of  Johnston.  '  Well,'  said  the  President,  '  you  will  hear  very  soon 
now,  and  the  news  will  be  important.  ...  I  had  a  dream  last  night,  and  ever  since  the  war  began  I  have 
invariably  had  the  same  dream  before  any  important  military  event  occurred.  ...  It  is  in  your  line,  too, 
Mr.  Welles.  The  dream  is  that  I  saw  a  ship  sailing  very  rapidly.'  " — Carpenter's  "  Six  Months  at  the 
White  House." 


Anonymous 


The  Vision  of  Abraham  Lincoln        "Dreaming,  he  woke 


THE  VISION  OF  ABEAHAM  LINCOLN. 

April  14,  1865* 

Dreaming,  lie  woke,  our  martyr  President, 
And  still  the  vision  lingered  in  his  mind 
(Problem  at  once  and  prophecy  combined) — 
A  fltjing  bark  with  all  her  canvas  bent — 
Joy-bringing  herald  of  some  great  event, 
Oft  when  the  wavering  scale  of  war  inclined 
To  Freedom's  side;  now  how  to  be  divined 
Uncertain,  since  Kebellion's  force  was  spent. 
So,  of  the  omen  heedful,  as  of  Fate, 
Lincoln  with  curious  eye  the  horizon  scanned: 
At  morn,  with  hopes  of  port  and  peace  elate ; 
At  night,  like  Palinurus — in  his  hand 
The  broken  tiller  of  the  Ship  of  State- 
Flung  on  the  margin  of  the  Promised  Land. 


*  At  the  cabinet  meeting  held  the  morning  of  the  assassination.  .  .  .General  Grant  was  present  and 
during  a  luU  in  the  conversation  the  President  turned  to  him  and  asked  if  he  had  heard  from  General 
Sherman.  General  Grant  replied  that  he  had  not,  but  was  in  hourly  expectation  of  receiving  dispatches 
from  him  announcing  the  surrender  of  Johnston.  'Well,'  said  the  President,  'you  will  hear  very  soon 
new,  and  the  news  will  be  important.  ...  I  had  a  dream  last  night,  and  ever  since  the  war  be-an'l  have 
mvanab  y  had  the  same  dream  before  any  important  military  event  occurred.  ...  It  is  in  vou?  line  too 
Mr  WeHes.  The  dream  is  that  I  saw  a  ship  sailing  very  rapidly.'  "—Carpenter's  "  Six  'Months  at  the 
Wlnte  Howe."        >4a~Y^  ^ti- 


Anon  (D.  T.  G.)        TO  THE  GREAT  DEPARTED       "Away  our  Joy  I  begone  our  smiles," 


|   TO  THE  GfiEAT  DEPART 


BY  D .    T.  G. 


Away  oar  joy  1  begone  our  smiles. 

Let  eadnees  nil  the  aching  heart; 
From  hence!  ye  bright,  delusive  wEes, 

That  pleasure  to  the  soul  impart  1 
Oh,  tame  the  stirring  notes  of  war  I 

Ob,  dim  the  waxing  lights  of  peaeel 
0n8  deed  your  erstwhile  glories  mar— 

One  act  a  nation's  tears  release. 

We  mourn !   Ah,  can  we  say  th»  more  1 

Doth  speech  give  fitter  words  than  tkess? 
Tpro  ounds,  that  arcla  existence  o'er, 

Aad  linger  Sn  Bach  passing  breeze. 
O  God,  from  whence  this  dreadful  stroke? 

Wby  frowns  Thy  presence  on  us  bo? 
Could  nothing  Thy  decree  revoke? 

Or  hush  she  tempest's  fiercer  blow? 

From  yonder  realm  of  truth  and  lovs 

M2y  some  fair  spirit  wend  its  way, 
And  bring  us  from  its  home  above 

One  beam  of  light— one  blissful  ray- 
That,  kindling  in  this  nether  alr3 

As  meteors  in  the  evening  sky, 
Shall  tell  that  God  ia  everywhere, 

And  hearkens  to  our  mournful  cry. 


The  Ume  for  sorrow  is  o'erpas*, 

The  days  of  grief  are  well  nigh  spent; 
Wo  mark  the  dawning  sun  at  last, 

The  dark^j  gi.ve,  9  by  light  are  rent; 
We  weep  uo^       thy  martyr  death, 

Weorowdno^ore  around  thy  bier; 
E  nt  hold  until  our  parting  brea'.h, 

Thy  name,  thy  deeds,  tLy  mercy  dear, 


Cv,  when  our  nation's  '.        ?e  °'er' 

When  Union,  smiles  (he  vict'ry  won. 
And  freedom  reigns  from  shore  to  shoro, 

In  this  the  land  of  Washington— 
When  ancient  wrongs  are  swept  away, 

As  sands  before  the  rushing  tide, 
Then  justice  stern  will  saint  the  day 

Ou  whioh  hev  °econ&  martyr  died  I 

^  failh,  ar   a-uth,  and  hope,  and  lova. 

itttfb.  join  the  solemn,  earnest  strain, 
That,  sounding  tlirough  the  realms  above, 

Thy  goodness  and  thy  worth  proclaim. 
A  race  redeemed  shall  bleisa  its  siro. 

And  hold  his  actions  next  to  God; 
We,  tco,  shall  catch  the  ardent  fire, 
And  lay  iDjustioe  'neath  tho  sod. 


!.••-. 


Anonymous 


We  Remember  Lincoln 


"Do  we  think  of  Abraham 
Lincoln  as  gangling,  gaunt  and 
tall" 


WE  REMEMBER  ETNCOLN. 
Do  we  think  of  Abraham  Lincoln  as  gan- 
gling, gaunt  and  tall? 
Xo,  we  think  of  the  man  that  Lincoln  was 
and  not  how  he  looked  at  all. 
We  recall  the  plaintive  beaut; ;  a  reflec- 
tion of  God's  grace, 
That  shone  with  a  kindly,  stead;  glow  on 
his  beloved  face. 
Yes,  his  frame  was  large — it  had  to  be  to 

house  a  soul  so  great — 
With  ample  room  for  love  and  truth  and 
little  place  for  hate. 
Bis  life  was  dedicated  to  the  cause  of 

Freedom's  worth, 
And  that  is  how  we  remember  him  on 
the  hallowed  da;  of  his  birth. 

Laura  of  Deerfleld. 
*  * 


m 


m 


Anonymous  Yankee  Vandals  "The  Northern  Abolition  vandals," 


Before  the  Southern  steel  th?y  cowered, 
And  their  bodies  strewed  tho  plain. 
So  lot  the  Yankees,  etc. 

The  "  Maryland  Line  "  was  there  as  efts, 
With  their  battle-shout  and  blade, 
They  shod  new  lustre  on  their  mother. 
When  that  final  charge  they  mads. 
So  let  tho  Yankees,  etc. 

Old  Abe  may  make  another  effoit. 
For  to  take  his  onward  way. 
3ut  his  legions  then  as  ever, 
Will,  be  forced  to  run  away. 
Sc  let  the  Yankees,  etc. 

Brave  Jeff  and  glorious  Beauregard, 
With  dashing  Johnston,  noble,  true, 
Will  meet  their  hireling  hosts  again, 
And  scatter  them  like  morning  dew. 
So  let  the  Yankees,  etc. 

When  the  Hessian  horde  is  driven, 
O'er  Potomac's  classic  flood, 
The  pulses  of  a  new-born  freedom 
Then  will  stir  old  Maryland's  blood. 
So  let  the  Yankees,  etc. 

From  the  lofty  Allcghanies, 
To  old  Worcester's  sea- washed  shore, 
Her  sons  will  come  to  greet  the  victors, 
There  in  good  old  Baltimore. 
So  let  the  Yankees,  etc. 

Then  with  voices  light  and  gladsome, 
We  will  swell  the  choral  strain, 
Telling  that  our  dear  old  mother, 
Glorious  Maryland's  free  again. 
So  let  the  Yankees,  etc. 

Then  we'll  crown  our  warrior  chieftains, 
Who  have  led  us  in  the  tight, 
And  have  brought  the  South  in  triumph 
Through  dread  danger's  troubled  night. 
So  let  the  Yankees,  etc. 

And  the  brave  who  nobly  perished, 
Straggling  in  the  bloody  fray, 
We'll  weave  a  wreath  of  fadeless  laurel, 
For  their  glorious  memory. 
So  let  the  Yankees,  etc. 

O'er  their  graves  the  southern  maideas, 
From  sea-shore  to  mountain  grot, 
Will  plant  the  smiling  rose  of  beauty, 
And  the  sweet  forget-me-not. 
So  let  the  Yankees,  etc. 

1 


YANKEE  VANDALS. 

Aia—  "  Gay  and  Happy." 
The  Northern  Abolition  vandals, 
Who  have  come  to  free  the  slave, 
Will  meet  their  doom  in  "  Old  Virgmny, 
Where  they  all  will  get  a  grave. 

CHORUS. 

So  let  the  Yankees  say  what  they  will, 
We'll  love  and  fight  for  Dixie  still, 
Love  and  fight  for,  love  and  fight  for, 
We'll  love  and  fight  for  Dixie  still. 

They  started  for  Manassas  Junction, 
With  an  army  full  of  fight, 
But  they  caught  a  Southern  tartar, 
And  they  took  a  bully  flight. 
So  let  the  Yankees,  etc. 

"  Old  Fuss  and  Feathers"  could  not  save  theja, 
All  their  boasting  was  in  vain, 


on  a  peaple 

ol'd  with  the  dust. 

>  bronze,  can  fit  memorials 

.eeds  of  valor  on  the  bloody  field, 
.h  war's  dark  clouds  the  sturdy  vol- 
unteer, 

reedom  taught  his  cox1' try  to  revere, 
^  homo  and  friends  a  hasty,  sad  adieu, 
.1  treads  where  dangers  all  his  step? 
pursue; 

ads  cold  and  famine  on  his  dauntless 
way, 

-  id  with  mute  patience  brooks  the  long- 
delay. 

Or   hears   the   trumpet,    or   the  thrilling 
drum 

Peal  the  long-  roll  that  calls:  "They  come! 

they  come!" 
Then  to  the  front  with  battling-  hosts  he 

flies, 

I  And    lives    to    triumph,    or    for  freedom 
dies. 

I  Thund'ring  abain  along  the  rockv  strand, 
The   Ocean   claims  her  honors   with  the 
Land. 

Loud  on  the  gale  she  chimes  the  wild  re- 
frain. 

Or  with  low  murmur  wails  her  hei-oes 
slain ! 

In  gory  hulks,  with  splinter'd  mast  and 
spar, 

Rocks  on  her  stormy  breast  the  valiant 
Tar: — 

Lash'd   to   the   mast   he   gives   ths  high 
command. 

Or  midst  the  fight,  sinks  with  the  Cum- 
berland. 

Beloved  banner  of  the  azure  sky, 
Thy  rightful  home   where'er   thy  eagles 
fly; 

On   thy  bine  fields,   the  stars  of  heav'n 
descend, 

And  to  our  day  a  purer  luster  lend. 
O,  Righteous  God!  who  guard'st  the  righl 
alway, 

And  bade  Thy  peace  to  come,  "and  come 
to  stay:" 

And    while    war's    deluge   fill'd   the  land 

With  blood. 
With  bow  of  promise  arch'd  the  crimson 

flood,— 

From  fraticidal  strife  our  banner  screen, 
And     let     it     flout     henceforth  in  skies 
serene. 


